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PREFACE. 



The author explains the plan of the present work of fiction. He 
commences with a general apology. He abases himself^ and eats 
dirt after a national custom of the Britons. He discreetly declared 
his belief in family governments, and expresses much affectionate 
and proper feeling for the noble families of Grey and Elliott. The 
author judiciously calls attention to his prudent veneration for 
hereditary legislation, and some other equally admirable institutions 
of this great and enlightened country. With wise obtrusiveness he 
continues to evince his highly connected admiration for modern 
Bedfords and Lauderdales. He contemptuously refers to the late 
Mr. E. Burke. The author ingenuously asks pardon for any repre- 
hensible and vulgar matter which may have unavoidably crept into 
these reverential pages, and after the most approved fanhion of the 
Crimean witnesses, indignantly casts all blame upon some person or 
persons unknown. The author expresses the most highly connected 
and handsome regret for having spoken the truth even as a Shadow. 
He acknowledges this glaring impropriety with contrition and 
trouble of mind. He speculates for a moment on the fearful chance 
which the most cautious writer must always run of incurring the 
vengeance of ** the family," but finally hopes to take refiuige in the 
titter nothingness of book writers, and to vanish in the eternal outer 
darkness of literary men. The author cursorily mentions Mr. Smith, 
also Pythagoras, but politely and very properly concludes with 
enthusiastic praise of the aristocracy, and the hereditary wisdom of 
the British nation. 

'* Tenui musam meditamur avena ! " 

Anything like a connected and satisfactory history 
of the war up to the present time is altogether impos- 
sible. It would be even repulsive : for the language of 
rejoicing over Alma and Inkerman would read like cruel 
irony to those who have been bereaved by thousands ; 
to the relatives of those who have been starved to death, 
or who have rotted amidst horrible impurities uncared 
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for; who were murdered by medical mistakes or 
official apathy ; and who were buried alive in anger. 
A mere melancholy catalogue of our disasters might, 
indeed, be written, but it would be only harshly 
humbling to our national pride, and ungenerous 
towards the deserving. 

I have rather striven, therefore, to treat only the 
elements of the war, so to say, and collect a few stray 
pages of history which may convey to the reader a 
clearer and more vivid idea of the state of our affairs in 
the East than the dry details of battles and sieges, as 
bloody as useless, or the terrible story of a campaign 
which can only sully our annals and sadden our 
hearts. 

If this object should not appear to the cursory reader 
to have been always kept steadily in view, as in the case 
of the chapters written at Bucarest, I venture to hope 
that others who may accord me more attention will 
appreciate the strong and peculiar local colouring 
which I have endeavoured to throw into them, and give 
me credit for having at least tried to convey matter 
which seemed to me important, and to shed light on 
much that was obscure in the national character and 
manners of our allies, after a fashion as little wearisome 
as possible. 

Such is the plan of the present volume; and to those 
who may be disposed to carp at it, let me plead in ex- 
tenuation of its many faults and deficiencies, how shame- 
ful to us all is the tale of the war, and how hard and 
painful a task it is to tell it. 

So let me receive that indulgence which any of us are 
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entitled to claim who have endeavoured to perform a 
most unwelcome duty, and whose best efforts have not 
been crowned with success. 

It appears, indeed, tolerably clear now, alike to the 
most opiniated oflScial and to the most orthodox believer 
in him, that we know nothing as it ought to be known, 
either about the causes which led to this most unhappy 
war; why we are engaged in it; or how we are con- 
ducting the struggle. It is only charitable to assume 
this, for any other supposition would involve too hideous 
an imputation against all parties who have been hitherto 
concerned in it, holding authority. 

Our right hand hath not known the doings of our 
left. Secrecy, mystery, and consequent error have 
paralysed our councils, and disgraced the ancient honour 
of our arms on sea and land. We appear to have 
forgotten that nothing great was ever done by a petty 
system of trumpery and trick, and we are paying the 
penalty thereof. 

Yet we have not gone astray for want of warning. 
For years past the whole country has been crying out 
against the criminal absurdity of a system which, on one 
pretence or another, has contrived to get the whole of 
our Foreign Policy into such a hopeless muddle by con- 
fiding it to the puzzled wits of a few miserable old men, 
who have nothing but the ludicrous claim of their 
peerages to recommend them ; and who, because their 
vagaries were too gross to bear the ligtt, have decreed 
that we should all remain in darkness. 

In truth, the British people at large has cared little 
for Foreign Policy. And the doings of our agents 
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abroad have usually passed unquestioned because we 
have seldom witnessed any immediate ill effects from 
them, however ill-judged or reprehensible. When we 
consider, however, that the present war, with all its 
attendant evils and wretched prospects, is absolutely 
and entirely the result of our having entrusted the 
serious interests at stake in our Foreign Policy to im- 
proper persons; when we reflect on the conduct pur- 
sued by Austria, Prussia, and the Northern Courts; 
when we think of the unblushing insult which has been 
just offered to us even by the petty Court of Hanover ; 
and when we consider how untrustworthy is usually the 
official information we receive from Foreign countries ; 
how studied and elaborate appear to be the attempts 
made to deceive us into irreparable mischief; we shall 
realise at last the stupendous national injuries which 
have been inflicted on us by our diplomacy, and let us 
hope that our diplomatists, warned by the past, may 
consent to serve us better for the future. 

It must be acknowledged that useful reform is diffi- 
cult, even in so plain and fearful a case as this. Nothing 
but a firm alliance of pubUc men, and that supported 
by the hearty aid of the press and the people, can 
possibly do anything worth doing in this matter. 

Hereditary legislation, with the laws of primogeniture 
and entail, are the real roots of an evil which has 
weakened all the force of the executive government, 
and rendered us abroad contemptible, and factious at 
home. These extraordinary institutions have given to 
certain gentlemen of particular families a power they 
have not been able to wield with prudence or success. 
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simply because no laws can make a race of demigods 
out of a race of men. The peers themselves have been 
often a monstrous encumbrance on the land. Their 
crippling debts have deprived labour of its market, and 
local improvements of a hope. They have been allowed 
to possess an influence which has not been conceded to 
acknowledged intellect, and their sons have been com- 
pelled by a silly pride of caste and custom to abstain 
from useful and honourable avocations, that they might 
fasten like a tribe of locusts on the employments of the 
kingdom. 

The true sense and feeling of the country have never 
yet been fairly represented. The peers have noto- 
riously packed the parliament. One of their number, 
who was certainly no statesman, was made the con- 
stant depository of forty of their proxies, because 
every action of his life had been opposed to reform 
as long as it was practicable to resist it. An 
ignorant lord, whose time might be divided between 
the theatre and the gaming-table, might yet dispose 
absolutely of eight or ten votes in the House of 
Commons, to support his narrow views and invete- 
rate prejudices. Suppose an influence so extensive to 
have been acquired by the founder of a noble family, 
or any of his successors, no disgust and abhorrence 
would enable us to withdraw it from the most infa- 
mous possessor. 

Our system would be well if virtue and wisdom 
could be transmitted with heraldic honours; it is 
inconceivably false and dangerous if they cannot. 
Agricultural hamlets of a few houses, all belonging to 
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Bome great hereditary landholder as completely as 
his kitchen garden, have been allowed to return as 
many members of parliament as the most intelligent 
constituencies in the kingdom; as those great com- 
mercial cities which eclipse in importance and out- 
number in population several of the capitals of other 
countries. The liberal professions have been unrepre- 
sented. The great literary thinkers have been unre- 
presented. Many of the most important classes of 
the country have been imrepresented ; and the Press 
— with the solitary exception of the Times — has been 
too much influenced by political parties always to 
speak out. 

No person sees more clearly, or is more ready to 
acknowledge the necessity of a House of Peers pro- 
perly constituted, than the writer of these lines. 
There have been occasions when the House of Peers 
has saved us from great national follies; and it is 
always a valuable check on the hasty adoption of 
mere popular measures, forced by external pressure, or 
the intrigues of a cabal, through the House of Com- 
mons. But an hereditary House of Peers is a most 
notable absurdity. It is hard to perceive one single 
valid reason for its existence. Many of us may have 
faith in the great national benefit which is conferred 
on a country by vast and solid fortunes ; by a number 
of persons placed in such superiority to circumstances 
that the whole of their lives may be passed in the 
study of the great questions of government, and that 
they may be altogether removed from the vulgar 
cares of meaner men. In a wealthy country, how- 
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ever, tliere will always be a sufficiently nnmerous class 
of such men without our providing for its existence 
by special and unjust laws ; by laws which do violence 
to the best dictates of our nature^ and set envy^ hatred^ 
and division at the hearth of every lord in the land. 

But even if we admit the law of entail to be good 
in certain cases (a question which need not here be 
argued), there is surely no reason why we should 
make the heir a legislator. His fortune will always 
give him sufficient advantages over poorer competitors, 
should he feel a natural disposition for political life. 
But it is utterly incomprehensible that a grave, sensible 
nation like ourselves should set him up at once, nolens 
volenSj with crude mind and immature thoughts, to 
rule over us. The most promising youth is apt to 
think more of the stable than the study at twenty- 
one (the age which we fix for the commencement of 
a peer's reign) ; and perhaps not one lad in a hun- 
dred who takes his seat in the House of Lords at that 
age possesses any opinions of the duties required of 
him, and the immense responsibilities of his office, 
save those acquired from his guardian, or perhaps his 
grandmother; with some silly prejudices of rank, and 
a ridiculous idea of his personal importance. Ko sane 
man can seriously assert or maintain the contrary. 
No national respect for ancient tradition, no adulation 
of rank, however sincere, and it may surely be added, 
no education, however careful, can fit an unripe boy 
to take efficient part in the councils of a great nation. 
If we admit then, as we do most heartily, the immense 
value of a peerage composed of a class of men possess- 
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ing a large stake in the conntry, and therefore entitled 
to exercise a continued and steady influence over her 
affairs^ who cannot be removed by the ■ downfall of 
ephemeral governments or the mere fickleness of 
popular opinion, we maintain that each member of a 
body so important should be invested with his functions 
only for life, and after having shown himself capable 
of duly understanding and performing them; that it 
should be recruited entirely from the most able and 
prominent of our public men; that we may cease to 
blush for our honour of it, and listen to its councils 
with a more devout and implicit belief in their wisdom. 
As long as it is composed as it now is, we must often 
feel disgraced to see an abandoned youth take his place 
among our elders ; while we deprive earnest and expe- 
rienced men of that legitimate influence which should 
be our prudent reward of a life of toil and experience : 
while we exalt the dull and the worthies^, or at least 
employ mediocrity when we might command excellence. 
The hereditary legislators, however, good or bad, 
have hitherto dictated our laws; made and unmade 
our governments; and disposed of every oflSce in the 
state as seemed good to them. They have been able 
to create a system of terrorism which has distracted 
every cabinet with jealousies and disunion, and which 
has made the wisest and most necessary appointments 
impossible. It has rendered the most clear-sighted 
minister powerless to place the right men in the right 
places, because they have been looked upon absolutely 
as private fortunes too large to be given away out of the 
family. 
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The question between the aristocracy and the wisdom 
of the country is still the same as that which Burke 
pointed out so pungently to the Duke of Bedford. The 
one party h^ve been swaddled, rocked, and dandled 
into legislators, though it would be uncivil irony to 
say they have often had any merit of their own to 
create respect for them. The other have been obliged 
to show their passports at every step, because at 
every step they have been traversed and opposed. 
Even when they have proved again and again their 
sole title for being useful to their country, still 
neither rank nor toleration has been accorded them. 
The governing Families have sneered at the best 
established jljlaims, and haughtily torn the helm of 
aflFairs from the hand of a Burke to give it to a 
Bedford or a Lauderdale. 

The governing Families have gone farther than 
this. If any man has been found even among the 
Bedfords and LauderdaJes to rest his claim for public 
employment or promotion on the fact of his being 
qualified for it, that man has at once been considered 
an alien and an outcast from the Family. The Greys 
and Elliotts (the Bedfords and Lauderdales of our 
time), have resolutely insisted on complete ineflSciency 
and nothingness as the only title to their favourvor 
family aflfection, and none have been thought fit priests 
in the temple of our government, but those who were 
compelled to fly to it for sanctuary. 

Has any young man among them written a book or 
made a speech, evidencing some signs of ability, he has 
been at once thrust contemptuously aside, and marked 
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with a kind of civil proscription; so that public virtue 
has been panic-stricken^ and no man has dared to serve 
his country lonestly and ably. It has pleased the 
Bedfords and Lauderdales to brand all capacity as 
dangerous to the eternity of the Family government ; 
and even those most sternly and righteously indignant 
against them cannot but acknowledge that they have 
conducted themselves wisely according to their lights. 
If efficiency were once made the condition of public 
employment and promotion, their golden inheritance 
would indeed pass away. Yet surely, if hope and 
patience, and toiling long; if the rarest fruits of hard 
study and thorny experience are to avail nothing for 
a man who is so unfortunate as to find himself in 
some subordinate post of the public service when it 
is too late to choose a more grateful and fair career, 
official life is a lie and a deception too sad to contem- 
plate, and the Family government have contrived to 
change those wise and just provisions in human afi^airs 
which have hitherto been considered among the immu- 
table laws of God. 

It would be well reasoned, however, even for the 
Family to concede something at such an awful crisis as 
the present. For it hath already happened, as all may 
know who care to listen to the burning words echoing 
daily round them, that many are changing into those 
earnest and uncompromising reformers who have 
wrought permanent and extensive changes in the 
world's affairs. The judgment of heaven has seemed 
heavy on the Family for their heartless and selfish 
apathy to the agonised cry of the nation. They have 
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been so stubborn in wrongs tbeir blind pride has been 
so sure a precursor of ultimate and sbameful disaster to 
them^ that thougbtful men have almost hoped in their 
speedy humiliation^ that a long-suffering people might 
be roused at once to a state of sublime anger^ and 
arising like a whirlwind in its wrath^ sweep this pitiful 
crowd of triflers away before they have accomplished 
our irretrievable ruin. 

Dl does the Family judge of the mournful but deter- 
mined spirit of the times, or they would quail before 
the strong clear intellects of those good and great men 
who are now so calmly and resolutely hostile to their 
corrupt and ignorant misrule. The writing which 
dismayed Belshazzar at his banquet is on their walls, 
but they wiU not read it. 

They are the rash Radicals, whose abject rapacity, 
whose selfish support of the base iniquity by which 
they are yet allowed to reap an ignoble profit, goads 
the people at length beyond endurance, so that 
there arise popular tumults and grievous civil troubles ; 
while violence snatches scornfully with the strong hand 
far more than was wickedly denied to temperate 
remonstrance. 

Those only are the true and thoughtful Conserva- 
tives, the wise friends of the commonwealth, who are 
now pleading to the Family so passionately for moderate 
reforms while it is yet time; and the gathering 
wrath of the nation may be stilled without their utter 
confusion. 

It is idle for a cunning and interested family clique 
to strive to brand such men with the dark charge of 

b 
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We were curiously ignorant of its strength or its weak- 
ness. Asia Minor, except the immediate neighbour- 
hood of Smyrna and the Seven Churches, was as un- 
known to us as Mongolia ; and Roumelia as completely 
a terra incognita as Kochan, or the territory of the 
Oosbegs, beyond the Hindoo Coosh. 

We were absolutely unacquainted with the nature 
of the climate, the produce, and the resources of 
Turkey. We knew nothing of the state of the 
roads there, or the perils of the seas. We had no 
reliable information respecting the social state, or 
the local custom and government of its extensive 
provinces. 

Hence the sufferings of our armies at Gallipoli and 
Varna. Hence the fearful wrecks in the Black Sea, 
which might have been predicted with positive cer- 
tainty by any observant inhabitant of the coasts which 
witnessed the destruction of the Prince, and the loss of 
the winter clothing of our troops; which might have 
been foretold to us or averted by any Greek pilot, had 
we dared to employ him after the results of our cul- 
pable and self-willed folly had made him such a deter- 
mined enemy. Hence the mishaps which have been 
felt so heavily by our devoted legions before Sebastopol. 
Had we deigned to use the information, accessible as it 
was, which we required, we might have been saved 
from this deep national humiUation and disgrace — from 
the needless shedding of our best blood — from the 
wanton sacrifice of our youth and veterans by unfore- 
seen disease, and from the idle waste of such mountains 
of treasure. It is said that our last two wars only cost 



PBEFACB. ZXl 

one thousand millions — ^but who shall say what may be 
the price of this one ? 

This state of things, however, deplorable as it is, may 
be easily explained. It was scarcely possible to travel 
with safety or advantage in Turkey, unless clothed 
with high official rank, and then the dearly-bought' 
experience of the traveller was left to moulder amid 
the dusty records of the Foreign Office, after having 
merely become part of the opposition capital of the 
minister who resigned office last week, and the Under 
Secretary who was superannuated yesterday. The few 
adventurous spirits who, like Sir Lawrence Jones, 
were rash enough to underrate the difficulties in the 
way of enterprise in this direction, fell victims to their 
necessarily imperfect knowledge of the state of these 
countries, and perished by the felon shot of some 
Zebeck or Albanian bandit. 

Even our consuls, who should have possessed among 
their archives, and the living stores of their own expe- 
rience, all the information which we so imperatively 
required, failed us most notably. They failed us, because 
they had not been chosen for their attainments and 
knowledge of Eastern affairs, or from men who had given 
proofs in other careers of the intellect and observation 
necessary to fit them for their posts ; but from among 
the wild sons of noblemen^s stewards, or tradesmen, 
who had mismanaged their affairs, and had thus suc- 
ceeded in interesting powerful and compassionate 
patrons in their behalf. Our consular service, and our 
diplomatic service, in the East and elsewhere, proved 
alike useless in the day of our need. It was a useless 
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pageant^ or a deliberate imposition^ and the result 
might have been foreseen. It is melancholy at such a 
time as this to east a glimpse at the Foreign Office List, 
and observe the names of the gentlemen who are occu- 
pying the most important of onr appointments abroad 
(especially those who are conducting our negotiations 
in the war countries), and choking up, as it were, every 
road by which a peaceful and honourable end of the 
Turco-Russian dispute might have been attained. Of 
the shocking intemperance of Sir Hector Stubble, at 
Dahomey — of his indecent lecturing the helpless Sul- 
tan — his gala-day visits to the hospitals — his costive 
ill-temper and curious imfitness for his post — enough 
has been said. In the important neighbouring state of 
Timbuctoo is our vivacious, elderly acquaintance, Lord 
Fiddle-de-dee — and that frolicsome nobleman has been 
allowed chiefly to mismanage the incomprehensible 
negotiations which are always failing there so deplo- 
rably. 

When the press ventured to suggest that his lordship 
was not precisely the proper person to be employed on 
a business of such moment, the governing Family were 
up in arms. The press, they said, were not fairly 
treating a public evil — ^honestly exposing a great 
national danger, that we might remedy it in time — ^but 
waspishly carping at a private wrong. It was also an 
enemy to the polite science of music in his lordship's 
person, and vulgarly illiberal, and unjust generally, 
^^ Whence,^' they cried, " this morbid hatred of Fiddle- 
de-dee?^' but, as said that pleasant parson, Sidney 
Smith, their question appeared to be stolen from Pil- 



PREFACE. XXIU 

pay's fables : " A fox/' says Pilpay, " caught by the 
leg in a trap, near the farm-yard, uttered the most 
piercing cries of distress : forthwith all the birds of the 
yard gathered round him, and seemed to delight in his 
misfortune ; hens chuckled, geese hissed, ducks quacked, 
and chanticleer, with shrill cock-a-doodles, rent the air, 
* Whence,' cried the fox, limping forward, with infi- 
nite gravity, ' whence this morbid hatred of the fox ? 
What have I done? — ^whom have I injured? I am 
overwhelmed with astonishment at these symptoms of 
aversion ? ' ' Oh, you old villain,' the poultry 
exclaimed, 'where are our ducklings? — where are 
our goslings ? Did I not see you running away yes- 
terday with my mother in your mouth ? Did you not 
eat up my relations last week ? You ought to die the 
worst of deaths, to be pecked into a thousand pieces.'" 
The public opinion about Lord Fiddle-de-dee coincided 
80 completely with that of the farm-yard with respect 
to the fox, that the governing Family would have given 
him up at once had they been wise. It was idle to 
seek excuses for the misdemeanours of his lordship, and 
mere rashness to defend him, since it can only shorten 
the term still left them for the enjoyment of their 
inheritance, if they trample too heavily on human 
patience. 

The press did not quarrel with their ill-chosen repre- 
sentative on account of his indiscreet rage for music. 
It may fairly be assumed that a busy people would 
have preferred to consign him to complete oblivion, ^t 
remained, however, for the apathy of the Family 
government at last to suffer him to incur anything 
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80 grave as reproof and anger ; and to become the 
creator of the great Timbuctoo difficulty, which is 
now confusing our national councils. When the 
Family government so far rallied from its homage 
of this great diplomatist, as to comprehend some 
of the dreadful mischief he was creating, we were 
compelled, even in this time of our trouble, to send 
away one of the greatest of our statesmen to the 
rescue. But the evil had already grown too gigantic 
to be hastily struck down — so that he was sent in 
vain. 

In the name of our hearths and altars, let us put 
the axe to this upas-tree at once, and strike at the 
root of the evil we must all deplore. 

Let us away with those disgraceful idols of flunkey- 
ism, the shameful absurdities of hereditary legislation. 
It is the very key-stone of the rotten edifice, beneath 
whose cold shadow no good thing can ripen. It is 
utterly revolting to calm reason and common sense; 
it is peculiarly opposed to the existence of that ability 
among the governing classes which we have the right of 
self-preservation to reqmre. it is fatal to the permanent 
safety of our best institutions. Until it is changed, 
the most ignorant lord who has waxed fat on the spoil 
of generations of his kindred and their creditors, will 
always find means of coercing the government, and 
making its offices a mere appanage for his relations 
and minions. He will never have more inducement 
thfui he now has to acquire the proper qualifications for 
office, if he is always unaccountably to be allowed to 
seize on it without ; to neglect its burthen and to reap 
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its profit. Oh, whither shall we drift, indeed, if here- 
ditary incapacity is allowed for ever to guide our 
councils, and tinselled dotage to lead our hosts in 
such a fearful time as this? 

Surely, that which we ask is not too much : it is but 
honesty in the distribution of the offices of state. This 
is a matter on which our common weal depends. It 
is not an injudicious concession to democracy that 
we advocate, it is the salvation of the liberties of 
mankind. 

I have done. If something of that patriotism to 
which I may venture to lay claim, since I write name- 
lessly and ask none of the vanities of renown, should 
have given too great warmth to my language, the 
large heart of that great generous people, in whose 
cause I have dared to speak, trampling down, as I 
did so, whatever of the prejudices of early education 
might cling to me, and hearkening nothing to the sug- 
gestions of private friendship, and even family aflfection, 
will not censure me with that bitter misconstruction 
of my motives, which would be the only punishment 
beneath which my firmness would indeed fail. I know, 
however, and shall be prepared to bear unflinchingly all 
that burrlike, petty calumny and odium which inva- 
riably follows those who have presumed to show the 
smallest opposition to the overgrown interests of the 
governing Families. Were I aught but a shadow, I 
might speculate in moments of amused leisure as to 
what would be likely to be the nature of my punish- 
ment, and I might occupy a portion of my time 
advantageously in preparing courageously to suffer 
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under such grievous disabilities as that Family have 
influence enough to inflict on all who incur their 
vengeance. 

In the days of the Star Chamber, the Greys 
would have been able to put a contumacious writer 
in the stocks, or to enjoy the pleasure of cutting 
off his ears. Now they are denied this useful advan- 
tage ; but their ingenuity and resources are so wonder- 
ful, they are so well received in good society, that they 
can judiciously harry even a Layard well nigh out of his 
wits with calumny and pungent official jokes, such as 
only they would dare invent or circulate. It was, indeed, 
doubtless, with a prophetic view to the opinions of the 
Greys respecting heretical Britons, dubious of the value 
of their tenets, that Pythagoras told his disciples, who 
were probably sensible men, that " they might as well 
eat their own grandmothers (here clearly indicating the 
Family) as meddle with beans.'^ I shall, however, await 
the effects of their anger, calmly assured that he who 
appeals from a silly outcry to the large sympathies 
of the people never appealed in vain; while he is 
strengthened and supported by the knowledge, that 
if a manly resistance to evil has injured many, obse- 
quiousness and servility to power, violent and intem- 
perate subserviency to the ignorance of authority, and 
obstreperous toadyism of rank, may, indeed, have ad- 
vanced the fortunes of others, but never secured them 
the esteem of one good man. 

We cannot have at once the self-satisfaction of honesty 
with the wages and rewards of shame ; and he who sets 
up in life as a patriot must expect the losses, attacks. 
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and humiliations to which he will certainly be exposed. 
But human life, as Mr. Smith very justly observed, 
" has been distressingly abridged by the flood ;" it is 
idle, therefore, to waste it by the repetition of such 
truisms as this. 

In now taking leave of my readers, I venture to hope 
for some of the kindness due to an old though unknown 
friend, even when his judgment seems to us at fault. I 
have put my opinions forth with much hesitation and 
sincere deference for the better wisdom and larger views 
of others. I have merely said what I thought, and 
related what I have seen or heard. I am aware that I 
have not taken a fashionable view of the war; but 
I have not spoken ea^ cathedra. I do not presume to 
expect that any extraordinary weight or authority will 
be attached to my writing which it does not appear to 
claim in itself. No writer, however obscure, has treated 
such subjects as those I have reluctantly touched upon, 
without having to regret that he had unavoidably made 
many enemies in those he would have been proud to 
believe his friends; and estranged some of whom he 
thought with great tenderness and esteem. 

He who wars with Greys and giants, also, must 
expect some knocks. These I await tranquilly, and 
shall find consolation enough for whatever contempt 
may be thrown by them upon this book, by the con- 
sciousness of having toiled earnestly and thoughtfully 
in my trumpery sphere of action, to remedy what 
appeared to me a fearful public evil, the growing dis- 
aster of their rule. 

Let it not be supposed I am advocating the delusion 
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which is called '' Peace at any price;'' I am simply 
pleadings that a fair chance should be allowed us of 
negotiating for a wise peace: for I firmly believe it 
to be still easy of attainment. It appears plain to all 
men, however, that our present diplomatists have 
entirely occasioned the present war; and, therefore, 
it surely seems hardly prudent to leave our peace 
conferences to the same rash or feeble men who 
have already wrought us disaster. 

I have now only to ask, with unfeigned humility, 
for the liberal clemency of those who may confound 
my arguments and despise my counsel. 
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CHAPTER L 

The overture. The British public of 1 853. Sir Hector Stubble in London, 
Dawnings of disbelief in him among the aristocracy admitted to 
his presence. Spread of the heresy. Montenegro. The vladika. 
Omer Pasha. Impatience of Mr. £ull at the proceedings of these 
personages. Solemnly professes his orthodox faith in Stubble. 
Count Leiningen. Austrian demands. Prince Menschikoff. Fuad 
Efifendi. Bi^t Pasha. The secret mission. Colonel Rose. 
Alarm of the Turks. The fleet. Admiral Dundas. Evacuation 
of Montenegro. Predictions of the far-sighted. The state of 
Europe. The subject nationalities. The first steps of Russia. 
The Holy Places. Strange conduct of the Turks. Wrath of the 
Czar. The autograph letter. 

At the commencement of 1853, the British public was 
chiefly concerned about emigration schemes of doubtful 
prudence, Mrs. Sidney Herbert and the needle-women ; 
also, about the gold discoveries on the other side of the 
world. Small annuitants went about in much alarm, asking 
each other nervously if a sovereign was really likely to be 
worth a crown a few years hence ; and the small annuitants 
being unable to answer each other, remained aghast and 
trembling. The latest intelligence from California and 
other auriferous regions quite eclipsed the interest of 
dreadful murders, and even of salt cases in the House of 
Lords. 

At this time we were intensely excited on the subject of 
Cochin China fowls ; a monstrous wine-tub at Dieppe 
attracted much attention j so did the fall of a clifi at 
Dover. 

B 
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If we thought about foreign affairs at all, it was chiefly to 
exchange the most refreshing international compliments. 
The papers talked of Lord Fiddlededee a little loudly, perhaps, 
for providing gratuitous lodgings in Austrian public build- 
ings to so many British travellers, but otherwise the concei-t 
of praise was perfectly harmonious ; so much so, indeed, 
that his Excellency Baron Brunnow, the Russian ambas- 
sador at this court, acquired much popularity, by giving a 
dinner in the palace of the Russian embassy to Mr. Cubitt's 
workmen. This was, of course, very handsome of him, and 
by no means a conciliatory piece of policy on the part of 
his imperial master, who had a notable dislike for throwing 
dust in the eyes of his neighbours, as we all know. 

The only thing of much general importance which we 
were doing abroad, was connected with the international 
copyright question in America. It was fortunate for lite- 
rary men that we were doing this just then, for events were 
coming on likely to put out their lights for one while. 

Then it was the fashion for all persons, but those who 
knew anything of the matter, to express fears as to the 
intentions of the French emperor towards us. They uttered 
wild moanings over the fallen liberties of France, coupled 
with a lively dread of invasion whenever the fancy for mili- 
tary glory should prove too strong for our neighbours. We 
had, of course, long done with the idea of originating 
such nonsense ourselves. We laughed good-humouredly 
about Lord Raglan's title, but never dreamed he was going 
to lead us into battle. We chatted about running a railway 
bridge over the Damietta branch of the Nile, but who 
would have thought of making a railway in the Crimea, 
and doing it wrongly into the bargain 1 Who would have 
seriously thought about the Duke of Newcastle as a bran 
new minister of war 1 — ^though, to be frank, we might think 
that Lord Aberdeen was hardly a safe minister of peace ! 

There was, indeed, an imeasy feeling in the minds of 
persons who were well acquainted with the threatening 
state of foreign countries, and the deadly struggle which 
was still going on secretly between the despotisms and 
democracy ; but the most oracular did not as yet predict in. 
what direction the storm was likely to burst at last. Not 
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irarely tipon Turkey, we reasoned, for was not our wise man 
of the East giving a series of dinner parties in Grosvenor* 
Bquare, and laughing General Bose and his despatches to 
scorn, and writing those delightful newspaper articles which 
gave us all so much pleasure ? To be sure he was, and very 
pleasant entertainments they were, I dare say; and they 
tended, as we have seen, vastly to the propagation of truth, 
and so forth, among the aristocracy, who, of course, weite 
alone intended to eat the first-mentioned delicacies, or read 
the last. 

The questions before parliament were almost entirely of a 
fiscal nature. Lord Palmerston's wonderful aptitude for 
every department of public business, and his paramount 
influence, his active reforms in all ; his vast English mind 
and genial nature ; his wise and winning courtesies, Mr. 
GLidstone's failures in the exchequer ; the income-tax ; and 
the French emperor's marriage. 

The afiair of Montenegro first began to create trifling 
difierences of opinion among some of the guests at Sir Hector 
Stubble's dinner parties, who now showed a ribald and heretic 
disposition which astonished his butler very much, and 
induced him to think the unorthodox guests above men- 
tioned as altogether unworthy of the high honour which had 
been unhappily vouchsafed to them. The Montenegrins 
were a half barbarous people who dwelt in great ignorance 
on the frontiers of Turkey. They professed to have faith in 
•the Greek Church, and they were governed by an uncouth 
sort of potentate who had always shown a keen appetite for 
Bussian and Austrian pensions. He called himself a Yladika, 
and was fond of appearing before his subjects with a short 
whip in his hand, while his favourite mode of taking exercise 
was using it over their loyal and submissive backs. 

We pooh-poohed Montenegro, and the vladika, and his 
subjects, and his whip altogether at first. Our wives and 
daughters, always anxious " for some new thing," found it on 
this occasion in Mr. Jovan Ristich's book about Servian lite- 
jature. They learned diligently, and understood little, a 
great deal of knotty information about Vuk and Dosithej. 
In a word, our interest was excited respecting the frontier 
Jands of Turkey, and we soon comprehended less about them 

b2 
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than ever. That noble national pride, however, which comet 
to our aid on every occasion, and which is ready for anj 
possible emergency and much more, showed us clearly that 
an3rthing we did not know could not certainly be worth 
knowing. '^The row in Montenegro is a mere squabble 
among savages; so, come, let us go to dinner," said Mr. Bull, 
with that well-bred impatience which characterises him on 
such occasions, and hia Excellency the Bight Hon. Sir 
Hector Stubble patted him condescendingly on the back 
as he said so, and ate of the loaves and fishes in all the 
luxury of amused and amusing leisure. 

Nevertheless, the Turks appeared unaccountably excite- 
able on the subject, and the good humour of the Emperor 
of Bussia and his agents in many places increased daily. 

Omer Pasha now made his bow to an admiring world in 
the character of a public personage. He and some other 
pashas marched against our new acquaintances the Monte- 
negrins with 50,000 Turks. He outnumbered the enemy 
in this way, but he did not vanquish it, which was probably 
why he soon began to acquire a military reputation almost 
as great as that which was afterwards to be given, together 
with the title of field-marshal, to Lord Raglan. 

Omer Pasha wished to make short work of the Monte- 
negrins, for the Turks knew very well that they could never 
do anything without being snubbed and overlooked; so they 
reasonably dreaded the interference of the Christian powers 
as much on this occasion as upon others. The Montenegrins, 
however, hastily despatched emissaries to Vienna and 
St. Petersburg, imploring the protection of the Kaiser and 
the Czar. 

The mission of Count Leiningen followed, but fortunately 
Sir Hector had not yet terminated his series of dinner 
parties to select members of the aristocracy of England. 
He had not either yet returned to Constantinople, so that 
the storm passed by and we had no war with Austria, 

It was at the beginning of March that the news from the 
East first grew serious. Prince Menschikoff had arrived at 
Constantinople on the 28th of February; on the 2nd of 
March he had an audience with the Sultan, in contempt of all 
diplomatic courtesies ; and on the ^rd, Fuad Efiendi, the 



THE BATTLE FIELDS. O 

Turkish Minister of Foreign Aflfairs, resigned office, from a 
sense of the insults which had been offered him. Ei£suit 
Pasha succeeded. The Bussian ambassador was heard to 
express his disapprobation of the moderate demand and 
friendly departure of Count Leiningen. He declined to 
state the object of his own mission, and then General Rose, 
on demand of the grand vizier, who was growing greatly 
alarmed, took the prudent precaution of writing an expla- 
natory note to Admiral Dimdas, and requested him to bring 
his fleet into the -^gean. Had this communication received 
the attention to which it was entitled, events might have 
taken a different turn ; but the gallant Whig admiral had a 
keener Whig appetite for place than judgment to fiilfil its 
duties ; and indeed, afterwards quarrelled with Mr. Layard, 
and made a great noise in the newspapers for this very 
reason. Meantime the Turks had taken very good care to 
evacuate Montenegro. Omer Pasha had retired to Albania^ 
the other pashas elsewhere, and the war was at an end, 
the Turks obtaining, as we have said, only a questionable 
success. 

Notwithstanding the peaceful ideas of the brisk British 
admiral, however, the political horizon did not grow clearer. 
Far-sighted folk had long seen that a war was imminent. 
There had been an insurrection at Milan — an attempt on the 
life of the Emperor of Austria. M. Kossuth had issued a 
manifesto to the Hungarians in Italy. France was the 
centre of many intrigues at home and abroad. The demo- 
crats in Prussia were restless. England had strengthened 
her coasts in consequence of the solemn advice of her last 
great military chief All Europe was indeed armed to the 
teeth, and ready for a spring. The subject nationalities 
talked of the downfall of tyrants. The retrogmde party 
spoke of a crusade against England and the constitutions. 
War seemed inevitable for all, and for some a necessity. 

Bussia was the first to move forward. Her long-cherished 
schemes against Turkey were at last ripe. If the war in 
Montenegro was really at an end, still she could talk indig- 
nantly about it ; and, if any other excuse should be wanting, 
there was, at Jerusalem, a squabble among some obscure 
priests about the repairs of a churchy which would not want 
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I'epaiiing for five years ; also about a worthless robbery of 
relics, which had been committed by some of them. This 
would make a capital case, and could be dignified with the 
name of the question of the Holy Places. This would do 
admirably, for the Turks, who understood nothing whatever 
of the matter, had made the same concessions to both 
parties, so that the priests were frantic with rage and jea- 
lousy. The Porte tried to pacify them by appointing com- 
missions and granting firmans without end, but the dispute 
raged the more fiercely, owing to the delight and astonish- 
ment of the priests that anybody should pay the smallest 
attention to them. Directly they found that their antica 
were attracting the general observation, they raved as if lor 
a wager. 

The Czar pretended to grow angry, and wrote a short note 
to the Sultan, requesting him to resign the home govern- 
ment of Turkey into the hands of the Bussian ambassador. 
The Sultan would, indeed, have assented to this, or anything 
else for a quiet life, but there were people in Turkey who 
would not let him. Besides, the Russian ambassador oour* 
teously said that he would await the arrival of Lord Strat- 
ford before proceeding with his negotiation. It appears to 
me that he was waiting upon events ; and they — they — ^they 
were seducing us all every day deeper and deeper into a ter- 
rible scrape. So Russia began to muster her forces and pre^ 
pare her commissariat, seemingly for no good. 



CHAPTER 11. 

The drama opens. A stray page of history. 

There is a great council sitting on the banks of the Bos- 
phorus. The long hours of a bright summer day have rolled 
silently on, and the night is already far advanced ; but it 
shows no signs of breaking up. The gilded caiques of the 
great dignitaries of the empire still remain moored along the 
quay, and the more modest boats of the lesser pashas still 
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continue to glide noiselessly through them and discharge 
their occupants, who pace, with measured step and thoughtful 
looks, through the palace portals. Now and then there is a 
slight stir among the boatmen and servants, who are waiting so 
wearily outside. It is when the plain swift boats shoot rapidly 
up, which bear those important and excitable Levantines, 
wlo have contrived to obtain the extremely convenient berths 
of dragomen to the foreign embassies. It would be amusing 
at Miy other time to notice the lofty humour of these fellows ; 
how scornfully they elbow the most dignified Turks, and how 
they take advantage even of this awful moment to insult 
them sorely. What low-bred ignorance, what untimely pre- 
tenrions they show I But the fate of a great empire is at 
stake, and we, at least, will not smile while the momentous 
game is being played out. 

A rustling of robes and a louder hum of voices is at last 
miking itself heard through the open windows, and comes 
gr^tefally to the ears of the listeners beneatL The council 
is breaking up. The caidjis begin to unmoor their boats, 
ani the tired servants stretch their weary limbs. Ricketts, 
the newspaper correspondent, so snubbed by the embassies, 
is waiting for the Turkish Minister ot Foreign Affairs to tell 
him the result of the council. The embassies will be making, 
a mystery for months of the news, which Mr. Ricketts will 
send off by to-morrow's post to aU Europe. The waiting 
crowd, however, must have patience a little longer ; for just 
at this moment a caique rows up with the speed of an arrow. 
A small fussy man springs on shore and runs through the 
palace gate. As he disappears there is a murmur that he is 
the first interpreter of the British embassy. 

On trots the little man, through gardens and galleries ; 
through conservatories fragrant with the perfume of rare 
flowers, and fresh with the coolness of fountains which 
sparkle in the shade like living things ; on, past mutes, 
bearing trays of coffee, sweetmeats, sherbet, and water ices; 
and past others swaying lighted pipes, with costly mouth- 
pieces of richly-jewelled amber ; and others, bearing napkins 
of scarlet velvet, embroidered with gold, upon their left 
shoulders. These mutes are the only persons who are 
allowed by the grim guards to pass into the council cham- 
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ber ; but even they will find means to show the wicked non- 
sense of closed doors and secresy in affairs, for they will be- 
tray the little man in mockery of it. 

He enters the room where the council is just breaking up, 
and his mere presence makes every one constrained and un- 
easy. But the little man is conscious of the extent of a 
power and authority which should never have been confided 
to him. He loves importance, and he knows that he speaks 
in the honoured name of mighty England. He delivers ais 
message in a harsh insulting tone in consequence. 

Two hours afterwards a mute betrayed that message by 
signs to the Bussians, and its purport the world may low 
learn during long and bloody wars. Its immediate effect 
was best known by the instant departure of Prince Mens- 
chikoff He left in a whirlwind of execrations, and the 
suite of the Bussian ambassador insulted the British em- 
bassy in the streets of Pera. 

Secret diplomacy, mines and countermines, ambassadoriil 
dignity, private piques, jealousy, mistakes, ignorance, aid 
want of counsel had all been at work, and here was the end 
of them ! A little openness and common sense, a litlle 
courtesy and good will, would have made all well, and mi^t 
still remedy the mischief, though the plot is now thickening 
and rage is in the heart of the Bussian. 

As for the Turks, they have been so bought and sold, and 
intimidated, that they have lost all heart. The council* 
chamber is a melancholy scene of disunion and petty intrigue. 
Eveiy man fancies he knows the price at which his neigh- 
bour has been bought, — some calculate if it would be worth 
while to sell themselves for the same. There is no concord 
or political honesty, little hope, and much confusion among 
them. Many ask each other in whispers, if Bussian rule 
would really be much worse than the eternal brow-beating 
and humiliating insolence of some half dozen ill-bred Levan- 
tines, — all they know of the foreign missions. Under Bussian 
rule they would at least be members of a mighty empire, 
and enjoy respect and security ; now they have neither. 
Their fortunes and characters are completely at the mercy of 
vulgar and hostile strangers. 

Oh^ for a little common sense 1 oh, for one-half hour's 
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pleasant talk with the Sultan in his caique on the Bosphorus 
this summer evening, far away from ambassadors, rivahies, 
jealousies, and intrigues; far away from the influence of 
private vengeance, or Bussian gold ; and the ships which 
are now waiting to pass the Dardanelles might remain at 
anchor while their captains quarrelled about salutes and pre- 
cedence with cocked-hatted consuls, for years to come. 
One word, and the danger would vanish ; one word, and the 
puzzled brows of honest men would clear again ; one word, 
and the Bosphorus would echo to the grateful cheer of united 
millions, — a little word full of love and kindness, meaning 
justice and gentleness, and all great things. Yet there is 
. no one to whisper it into the ear of the Sultan, though his 
life is eaten up with care because he does not speak it. 

That word is ^' progress,"^ His empire is one vast arena 
of discord and intrigue. It is by this that Hussia has pro- 
fited, — and will profit. The Greek hates the Wallach, the 
Wallach despises the Greek ; both are equally hated by the 
Armenian ; all hate the Turks, and are ready instruments 
in the hands of their enemies. Any man who wants power 
or importance must lie and intrigue to obtain it ; must for- 
swear himself forget his honour and conscience, bribe the 
base, flatter the proud, and truckle to the ignorant. If the 
Sultan would only declare equality of civil and political rights 
among all his subjects alike, this state of things would pass 
away, and sixteen millions of doubtful or discontented 
adherents would rally loyally round him at once. The hostile 
intrigues of the Greeks would cease, and the apathetic 
despair of the Wallach. The Armenian, finding political 
influence no longer necessary to secure his money-bags, 
would rise into the peaceful trader, indifferent to the smile 
of pasha or the sneer of eunuch. Bussian wiles would be 
hopeless then. The inhabitants of the principalities would 
resist their threatened invasion as one man. Public credit 
would revive. There would be tried wisdom in the council, 
and the valour of freemen in the field. The arras would 
become irresistible, which are now folded so listlessly, and 
the whole atmosphere of Turkish a£SEdrs would clear as at 
the wave of a fairy wand in a story-book. 

But there are a variety of reasons why this enchanted 
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word should not be pronounced just now. It would be 
practically renouncing the conquest of Mohammed the 
Second, by which, after four hundred and one years, some 
three or four millions of ignorant men still arrogate to them- 
selves, all power, influence, and dominion in the land 1 It 
would be also contrary to the designs of Russia, and against 
the insidious advice of her allies. It would be the best and 
only quiet end of the dispute possible, and that would 
hardly agree with the secret wishes of anybody who has the 
management of the matter. No, no ! Russia must be humbled ; 
one must win a coronet, another fame, and another money, 
before all is over. Selim Pasha has a house which he wishes 
to sell beyond its value ; his Excellency Shuflle and his 
Excellency Trifle both want some more diamonds, and the 
order of the blacksmith's apron (first class) ; while his Excel- 
lency Fnpon does not wish his pay as a Russian spy to 
cease just yet. The dragomen also find the " crisis " par^ 
ticularly profitable. 

Such are the men to whom the interests of the world 
happen to be confided just now, and not one is ashamed to 
take advantage of the most fearful danger which science 
and civilization have passed through for centuries. Each 
follows out his own petty plan, and works imderground, for 
his own contemptible objects, in the same way, till earnest 
hope and faith sicken as they watch them. While grave 
and good men cast an awestruck glance into the fearful 
abyss which has opened so suddenly beneath our very feet> 
these triflers are talking nonsense on the brink of it. Nd 
one knows what they are doing ; they will take no counsel 
or advice, and go on to the end, " Stiff in opinion, always 
in the wrong." 

What is the meaning of this mystery and hocus-pocus at 
such a crisis in the fate of the civilized world, when the 
keenest intellects of wise men, working on the surest data, 
should be toiling to avert the danger? What are these 
startling dissensions in our cabinet, these secret despatches 
and fearful rumours, which not more than half-a-dozen men 
in the kingdom can verify or dispute 1 It is after all but a 
faint kind of wisdom, the oflfepring of a weak and silly 
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pdicy. The ablest men that ever were have all had a re^ 
markable openness and frankness of dealing. 

Away with this masquerading. Let Englishmen know 
fairly and openly what England is doing, that they may 
sanction or disavow it. Let us see if good sense and good 
liomonr cannot yet do something, and let us try, at least 
once more, to avoid a peril that will put back the dial of 
time, centuries, and plunge the world in darkness, in spite 
of the glorious light which was dawning on us — the light 
which progress and civilization have brought iis through 
thirty-nine blessed years of peace and good order. Those 
who talk lightly of war do not know what it is, and if in 
honour it may still be spared us, let us at least spare no 
simple and reasonable effort to avert it : let the nonsense 
of mere diplomacy be thrown aside for once, and plain words 
be plainly spoken by the frank lips of new and earnest 
men, before we throw away the scabbard. There is a 
moment yet. If it be lost, we shall, I fear, see one of 
the longest and most terrible wars which history has 
recorded. 

It will be a war, not between Russia and Turkey, with 
her allies merely diplomatizing. It will be a war between 
the despotic governments and the free. Austria and Prussia 
will certainly side, in the end, with the Czar. The Emperor 
of Austria is a mere lad, who feels for the great autocrat all 
the warmth of personal and admiring friendship. The King 
of Prussia is his near relative. All are anxious for military 
fame and hostile to England, as the last and only stronghold 
of free institutions in Europe. It is true that no sane 
civilian, in the dominions of either of these sovereigns, thinks 
with him ; but it is equally true that they have both de- 
voted armies and subjects cowed by the events of 1848. Of 
France we can never be sure, for France cannot be sure of 
herself and she may become as dangerous an ally as an 
enemy. She is fixed in Italy. How should we like to see 
her legions permanently quartered in Egypt 1 Let us re- 
member, before we engage in this fearful strife, that England 
has, nothing to gain by it, and all to lose ; that she has no 
hope but that inspired by a good cause ; and if, which God 
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forbid, the fate of battles go against her, the world falls 
Tinder an iron and barbarous despotism, from which it will 
not rise again for ages. 

And thus, since all mankind are interested in the main- 
tenance of peace, shall we go to war through the mistakes of 
a few, to please the vengeance of this man, and the pride of 
that 1 An awful responsibility hangs over us. Let us weigh 
it welL 



CHAPTEE III. 

MutteriDgs of the many. KisiDg of the Eayahs. 

The cause of the Greeks in the abstract is perhaps a just 
cause : it is traditionally that of the oppressor against the 
oppressed. Let us acknowledge this freely, and then we 
have said all that can be said upon their side by those 
who wish them best. There is no doubt, that some years 
ago the position of the Kayah was little better than that of 
the American slave. There were many who could and who 
did wrong him cruelly, and he could get no redress. About 
twelve years ago, however, the gentle-hearted prince who 
now sits upon the throne of Turkey abolished this state of 
things. The tcmzimat, though a failure in many respects, 
has quite put an end to those cruel evils which had such 
a large share in bringing about the Greek revolution in 
1821. 

It must be granted that the Greeks have still some things 
to complain of ; but, as times go, their griefs are not many 
when compared with the griefs of the rest of the world in 
other places. This is no reason why they should last for 
ever ; but it is a reason why they should be borne with 
some patience at present, and why at all times they should 
rather form matter for calm and reasonable discussion than 
^r fighting, which is merely the violent and vulgar a^gu- 
Doeut of ignorant men, who are acquainted with no other. 

I apprehend that too little liberty is by no means one of 
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the evil tbingB of which the Ohriatiaxifl in Tarkej can trolj 
complain. The &ct is, there is too much. liberty in Tnrkej 
almost amounts to licence, and the police does not check 
even vulgar and dangerous brawls with a hand quite stem 
and ready enough. Turkey of late years has run into the 
very extreme of liberalism. Hiirty years ago she was fol- 
lowing her political refugees to Vienna and Venice, to bring 
them to torturing and disgraceful deaths at Belgrade or 
Constantinople ; now she has become the secure home of 
hundreds of grateful foreigners, who have fled their country 
to escape destruction. 

Turkey, it is true, has not a free press. We are not 
entitled as yet to expect this last healthy institution of wise 
and honest governments ; but I have no hesitation in sayiug 
that the press at Constantinople is upon the whole freer than 
that of Athens. There are books published in Turkey, sold 
openly, and taught in Eayah schools, which would infallibly 
doom their possessors to shocking deaths or hopeless impri- 
sonment in Austria or in Italy. Incendiary pamphlets and 
papers are sent to Constantinople and the Turkish provinces 
in ship-loads, from Athens and the states of Greece. They 
are sent, also, I am sorry to say, with the malicious and 
deliberate design of creating political disturbances, yet the 
Turkish government takes no unwise notice of such things. 
There is not a coffee-house throughout the empire where 
these Greek Rayahs assemble, in which Turks are not openly 
cursed with such determined and bitter enmity that it makes 
one quite uncomfortable to listen ; yet, all the time I have 
been in Turkey, I have never heard of such a thing as a 
single prosecution or imprisonment from this cause. As far 
as liberty and general prosperity are concerned, I will assert 
distinctly that the Greeks in Turkey are very much better 
off than those under the remarkably incomprehensible 
government of King Otho. 

I still, however, maintain the opinion that this revolution 
will be dangerous, because, though the Greeks have all this 
liberty, they have not equal political rights with the descend- 
ants of those men who took away their possessions by the 
strong hand four hundred and one years ago. No advan- 
tages whatever can compensate to reasoning men for the 
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deprivation of these rights. No rule, however gentle, can 
satisfy educated men who have no part in making the laws 
under which they live. It is the freedom of the dog and the 
horse, it is not the freedom of gifted and intelligent human 
1)eing8. The exclusion of Christians from all political power 
and place in Turkey was, for instance, always a very grave 
error ; but it is an evil which now has acquired a fearful 
significance. If equal rights be not granted the Greeks, 
they will and can take them. The struggle will not be con- 
lined to a horde of good-for-nothing idlers and a few villages 
on the frontier, but it will go gaining ground and strength 
constantly, till a whole people will again some day be seen 
in arms battling for the plainest and most evident of the 
rights of man. England, at least, will find it hard to fight 
with the Turks against Christian men in such a cause as 
this. Let us speak it out frankly too, she would be most 
completely and entirely in the wrong were she to do so. 

The difficulty of Greek rebellion or disaffection at the 
present time is by far the most serious, then, which has 
grown out of the Turco-Russian question ; and there is 
every reason to believe that it will be sustained with great 
obstinacy, however it may seem subdued. Its chiefs will 
be, as we see already, the sons of those who took a foremost 
part in the first struggle for Greek independence ; of men 
unrivalled in skill and courage, who submitted to be roasted 
by slow fires, and to see their wives and children skinned 
in sport, rather than give up the cause for which they were 
in arms ; of men who, all things considered, were the first 
sailors and soldiers of the age ; who humbled the armies of 
Turkey upon the land, and the fleets of Egypt upon the sea, 
and whose undaunted constancy in defeat and misfortune at 
last won for them the general respect and sympathy of man- 
kind. 

Having looked this difficulty bravely in the face, let me 
add earnestly and sincerely, that I believe it may be now 
stopped. It may be stopped by timely and gracious 
don ; it may be stopped by wise and gentle negotia- 
The time now is while this may be ; yet a little while, 
i shall have passed. The rising cannot be repressed by 
: hand The time is now plainly arrived when the 
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tLree millions of Turks who inhabit Turkey must accord 
equal rights to the sixteen millions of Christians who live 
there also. This is nothing more than is merely just and 
proper. It is something which must inevitably happen. 
Why, then, would it be so hard a task to do what must be 
done, in time, and gracefully ? 

It seems, however, that plain reasonable men in diplo- 
macy are impossible, while Fiddlededee and Tweedledum are 
allowed to keep us continually in hot water. We hear 
of great genersJs and able rulers enough, but a respectable 
negotiator is a wonder. With the single exceptions of Russia 
and Austria, the nations appear like so many young whist- 
players, who are a great deal too fond of keeping the trump 
cards in their own hands. Affairs which at home occupy 
the whole attention of the keenest intellects are confided 
abroad to fiddlers and buffoons, who are quite incapable of 
understanding the momentous questions sometimes at stake 
in our foreign policy ; whose heads are full of Noodleisms 
and Doodleisms ; who never said a plain thing in their lives, 
or did a wise one, — ^men who may have been all very well 
once upon a time, as the representatives of governments 
which could stoop to pay court to the leman of an empress, 
or to flatter the follies of a prince, but who are most 
dangerous in times of serious trouble. Now the part of 
England in this business is that of timely mediation, and of 
temperate counsels ; let us hope she will choose her repre- 
sentative for once wisely. 

Let us say one word more in affectionate earnest towards 
the Greeks. We are no friends to revolutions. If we 
examine closely into the causes and results of any rebellion, 
we shall cease to feel any extraordinary reverence for the 
actors in it. Both they, and the motives which influenced 
them, have been very seldom above reproof ; and although 
many fine things may be said on the other side, the world 
is fast coming round to this opinion. When a conquest is 
once effected, a wise man should rather try to improve the 
existing government than to overturn it. No one can assert 
that it would have been an advantage to the English to 
revolt against the Normans at any time after the firm 
establishment of their government; or that the United 
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States of America gained more by a long and bloody war 
than they would certainly have obtained if allowed to send 
deputies to the British parliament. I will go farther, and 
say that if Italy or Hungary should recover their freedom, it 
is doubtful- if the sum of happiness in those countries would 
be thereby increased. The history of Italy and Hungary 
was never so free from stain as since they passed under the 
rule of Austria^ mistaken both in principle and practice as I 
believe that rule to be ; and Poland certainly lost nothing 
when she was made acquainted with a government strong 
enough to repress her own fierce and pitiable dissensions. 
The honest patriots therefore of those countries would be 
much better employed, working for wise reforms in Vienna 
and St. Petersburg, than in acting the sad lie of attempting 
to sanction disorder and bloodshed under the august name 
of liberty. Even so, the kingdom of modem Greece has 
been a great political failure j it is better to give it up than to 
add to it. 

I believe, then, that men with sound and strong convic- 
tions of right things always end by bringing others over to 
their opinions, and may thus effect any necessary change in 
the machinery of government gradually but surely ; for God 
holds the hearts of kings in Ids own keeping ; He has not 
made them different to those of other men, and assuredly He 
will open them to reasons gently urged. His curse, there- 
fore, seems to light on the violent men who doubt his justice, 
and who dishonour the cause of right by the sword. 

Their argument is based upon a principle which is in 
itself wrong, that of committing a certain evil for an uncer* 
tain good ; it admits of no reply, and may be maintained 
without convincing. It is the brutish argument ^ passionate 
savages, and unworthy the calm right intellects of our 
time. 

No government can long deny a plain right wisely urged; 
but a strong government will not deign to listen to rights 
advocated with a bludgeon. Those who identify the right 
with the bludgeon injure it sometimes for centuries. Prudent 
men do not work in this way, good men will not, and timid 
men fear to do so. 

In conclusion, I would say, that it is my firm opinion, no 
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mailer how fa/r a rule extends, so that U is wisely wielded. 
But if we go back Id to tl^e pa^ to dispute the conquests of 
former ages, and will decide a silly question of races with 
the armed hand, the world must remain always in an uproar, 
and agitation will be a more thriving trade than honesty. 
Let us the rather look upon mankmd as all of the great 
family of Grod, so that the past may lose its sting, and the 
future may grow gay with hope. Petty dissensions fomented 
for personal objects by unwise rulers have sent us to sleep 
about our true interests. Let us awake, and exchange the 
dreams of schoolboys for the living truths of the world. 



CHAPTER ly. 

A talk about Turkey. 

I WONDER how the world will wag if we should ever be able 
to see the effects of plain common sense as applied to politics. 
1 know I have no right to speculate on such a subject, and 
that my so doing is altogether ridiculous. Common sense is 
the despair of Downing-street. Huffey never heard of it all 
the time he has been in the line ; and Noodle, who is a 
pleasant wit, would like to know how it is spelt. I am 
ready, therefore, to admit that politics are among the occult 
sciences, and proper to be carried on only in the confidential 
despatches of Sir Hector Stubble. I will grant that the 
world's weal is an affair which concerns nobody but Sir 
Hector and Captain Bolt, the Queen's messenger j still I 
am puzzled. 

I have been thinking again about the Greek revolution in 
Turkey, and the wild work that is going on in Epirus. 
I have been thinking also that three-and-thirty years ago 
things were very much in the state we now find them. 
Bussia had intrigued successfully on the Danube. There was 
a bother in Persia. The Greek priests were unfurling the 
banner of revolt at Patras, and that wonderful court of 
St. Petersburg was biding its time. 
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England might have played a noble part in all this, and 
the hopes of all honest men were turned anxiously towards 
her. In fact, she was the only power which had a wise 
solution of the question in her hands. France behaved very 
well, much better indeed than we did ; but political events 
still recent in that country had not been of a character to 
make persons consider that they could look upon her govern- 
ment with such implicit trust as it would have commanded 
under more favourable circumstances. Bussia and her tricks 
were known. Austria was the avowed ally of Turkey, and 
her conduct was a disgrace to the age. The other powers 
were of small account in the question, and England alone 
remained. 

But we had at that time in the East two of the most 
thoroughly improper people who could have been chosen for 
such a crisis. The one was Sir Thomas Maitland, otherwise 
called King Tom, lord high commissioner of the Ionian 
Islands ; and the other, who came on the scene later, was his 
Excellency Sir Hector Stubble, his majesty's ambassador at 
Constantinople. Both were as hard, stem, violent men as 
ever fanned the sparks of a national discontent into an 
unextinguishable flame. Both were persons of honour and 
repute. It was, that which made them dangerous. Had 
they not been so they would at once have fallen under 
public censure. The case on both sides would have been 
examined, and perhaps something done. But England had 
a high respect for both these officers, and they carried the 
puplic opinion of the nation with them. Both were men 
utterly incapable of doing anything which they believed to 
be wrong j but both were most miserably mistaken. They 
shut themselves up in solitary grandeur from the public 
voice ; they would not learn from plain things around them, 
and they went wrong, so that a child might see they were 
astray. Their heads were fiill of the divine rights of kings 
and all sorts of obsolete nonsense, and exploded traditions of 
statecraft. They could not even imderstand the feelings 
which were agitating the masses ; and they would have had 
no large and wise sympathy, or toleration for them, if they 
could. 

We had therefore the singular spectacle of seeing King 
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Tom dose the ports of the Ionian Islands to the wretched 
fugitives from the Peloponnesus, while Sir Hector's negotia- 
ations ended, as such negotiations always must end, in the 
appearance of the combined fleets at Navarino, an event 
in which Bussia took so obliging a part. Nor did these 
gentlemen stop here. They were wrong-headed and uncon- 
ciliating beyond belief; Sir Thomas Maitland addressed one 
of the most bumptious letters ever written to some Greeks 
who were sent to implore his mediation. Yet, though he 
was so ready to insult he would not argue with them, and 
they returned without their errand. As for Sir Hector and 
his predecessor (a sort of Fiddlededee), it is impossible to 
think of their conduct without a stem reproof. During 
ahnost the whole war English gentlemen were engaged on 
both sides. We sent money and fighting men to the Greeks ; 
and we gave information of their proceedings to the enemy. 
And this lies at the door of Sir Hector Stubble, and the sort 
of Lord Fiddlededee who preceded him ; so now, after a 
generation has passed away let us summon them before the 
bar of posterity for judgment, and that others may be 
warned. 

The solution of the question, however, was easy. It 
depended on one single act of the Porte, and that act ought 
to have been won or forced from it, if not long before, why 
then. A charter abolishing the disabilities of the Christians 
in Turkey would have pacified the Peloponnesus in a week. 
Had the Turks refused to grant it they should have been 
made, but had the negotiations been conducted properly they 
could not, and they would not have refused. 

The fact that such a document should have been still 
required was a disgrace to all Christendom. They might 
have been quieted by the simplest means, and they had the 
plainest right and justice on their side. But the people who 
should have aided them talked wisely of the treaties of 1815, 
and some other equally indigestible nonsense about the 
balance of power, which had nothing at all to do with the 
business; for any person might have perceived that an 
independent Greek nation would have been precisely the 
absurdity it turned out. It was not necessary to split 
Turkey into foctiona. It was merely proper to insist that 

c2 
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the 16,000,000 of Christians in that country should be 
placed upon a decent equality with the 3,000,000 who pro- 
fessed another fedth. This was England's part, and she 
refused it. 

Now as to the treaties of 1815, I heartily hope we shall 
hear no more of them as obstructions to reason and progress. 
The only sensible person connected with them was Talley^ 
rand, and he was not honest. Castlereagh, Clancarty, 
Fiddlededee — where is a great name but that of "Wellington? 
And he was not an able statesman, according to our ideas, for 
he was a determined enemy of progress. Enough. 

What shall be done now? Are we to have more roastings, 
and ship burnings, enlivened by the sale of young ladies by 
auction in the bazaars of Smyrna and Constantinople 1 Or 
shall we take the straight path at last, and do that which is 
right and proper, which is decent and merciful ? 

We cannot hope for the success of any arms against 
the Greeks. They are a people labouring under a cruel 
wrong, — ^a wrong which is eating at the heart of Turkeys 
which brings treason to her councils and dissensions in her 
camp, and which does away absolutely with all public spirit 
and good citizenship, which makes her a by-word among 
the nations. 

Let us have but a Christian charter, so that reason, justice, 
and mercy be appeased. The day that it is granted our 
fleets may go home, and peace, wealth, and good order, with 
progress and the graces, will go trooping through united 
Turkey. This is no mere figure of speech : it is no unrea- 
soning tirade. It shows only what a little common sense 
might do as applied to politics, and ends my wonder. The 
enemy which Turkey has really to fear is neither in Bussia 
nor in Persia, nor among the wild hordes of Montenegro ; 
but he stands gaunt, grim, and terrible, but pleading stil^ by 
every Christian hearth in the land. 
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CHAPTER V. 

The military pic-nic at Chobham. The state of our army and navy. Idle 
boasts. The camp becomes a place of fewhionable resort. Colonel Lord 
Fitzgrey. General the Honourable Sir Ajax Fitzelliot. Captain 
and Lieutenant-Colonel Moneybags, and Lady Prudence Moneybags. 
Their entertainments to the aristocracy. Lord Methusaleh Fitz- 
russell distinguishes himself. His weidthy and titled staff. His 
heroic sufferings. Koyal visitors to the camp. The same august 
personages visit Mr. feeeley. All ends happily in consequence of 
the respect paid to the opinions of the late Duke of Wellington. 
Bapid increase of the Stubble fever. Vain glory. Bewilderment 
of the Emperor of Eussia. Singular conduct of the allies in the 
Black Sea. Passage of the Pinith. Friendly feelings between 

, Bussia and England. The candlestick of M. de Howard. The 
bullet of M. de Nelson. 

It was about the middle of June, I think, that there first 
arose in our minds an imwonted feeling of interest on mili- 
tary matters. We began to tell each other inquiringly that 
our army and navy were never in so high a state of discipline 
and efficiency. We nervously declared our opinion that 
England, single-handed, was a match for all the world. Our 
£uth in emigration was by no means shaken in consequence 
of the decrease of population in Ireland, and the prospect 
which was held out to us of being obliged speedily to send 
for agricultural labourers from abroad. We sang the songs 
of Dibdin and Campbell at our public gatherings and fes- 
tivals. We trusted implicitly in the statements respecting 
our national prowess contained in those songs. We never 
applauded the toasts of our toast-masters so much as when 
they contained some allusion to Britannia ruling the waves 
and everything else. Mr. Sharp, at the Cider Cellars, and 
Mr. Somebody-else, at the Jovial Apollos, eminently ap- 
proved of these sentiments, and gave utterance to them in 
the most popular form. The performances at Astley's were, 
if possible, of a more pugnacious nature than usual There 
Shaw, the Life Guardsman, slew a host of Britain's puny 
enemies^ with his own hand, before our very eyes* Grave 
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men were mucli reassured by the recollection of this circnm- 
stance, and stated that they remembered the semi-official 
account of it which appeared at the time. They agreed that, 
after all, there was much reliance to be placed on popular 
sayings, and they really thought (though they would not, for 
the world, incur the charge of stupid overweening national 
vanity) — ^yes, they really thought that one Englishman was 
equal to three foreigners, of what country soever. Be- 
sides, were we not the most enlightened nation in the world? 
To be sure, the Austrians and Eussians were said to possess 
a few military secrets which had not yet reached us ; but 
there were the Shrapnel shell, and the Lancaster inventions ; 
and then, by Jove, you know, there might he something in 
Warner's long-range. In short, if any nation or nations 
should ever be found really bold enough to stand up against 
us, it was ottr general opinion that the middle of next week, 
or probably the week after, would be the precise period of 
time to which the nation or nations in question would 
speedily find themselves hurled. It was, perhaps, quite as 
well that we should give a lesson to the world just now, 
merely to show them what we could do if we should ever be 
really offended. In short, we would have a week's holiday, 
and a camp at Chobham. Then, perhaps, the world's eyes 
would be opened a little. It would give the press something 
to talk about also during the hot weather, besides the Great 
Exhibition in Dublin, which was reminding folks of the sen- 
sations experienced by those who were obliged to eat par- 
tridges every day, and was getting, indeed, rather a bore. 

So, a camp we had ; and a very singular exhibition it was. 
A number of well-dressed troops were marched about on a 
plain which had been most judiciously selected for their use. 
like all war countries, it was perfectly free from any ruts or 
inequalities, so that the line of the crack cavalry regiments 
could be kept with great precision, and the stocks of the 
infantry were not so liable to throw them down, as they 
would have been on more difficult ground. 

No accident of importance having happened to anybody 
during the preliminary arrangements, the camp soon became 
a place of fashionable resort. It was as good as a play. 
Parade went mad there, and the cousiuocracy showed itself 
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"wortliy of tlie occasion. Colonel Lord Fitzgrey entertained 
a distinguished party to breakfast at Stufiem's Kailway 
Hotel Greneral tlie Honourable Sir Ajax Fitzelliot did the 
same; and so did Captain and Lieutenant-Colonel Money- 
bags and Lady Prudence Moneybags. 

Lord Methusaleh FitzrusseU distinguished himself^ also, 
by adding a feature of much brilliancy to the spectacle ; 
this gouty and distinguished officer being the first to suggest 
that the staff should appear in their fullest and newest uni- 
forms at every review. 

So the whole thing went off most brilliantly. The Life 
Guards made one of the most dashing and gallant charges on 
record against an imaginary enemy. Nothing could have 
been more grand and picturesque. The infantry retired over 
the bridge from Colonel Challoner's grounds to the Queen's 
Hide in admirable order. The attack on Flutter's Hill pro- 
, duced an effect positively inspiriting. The pontoons at Vir- 
. ginia Water were charming. 

Lord Methusaleh FitzrusseU, attended by a wealthy or 
titled staff of his own immediate connections, including the 
sons of his family banker and solicitor, rode slowly along the 
line, in a manner suited to his age, dignity, and infirmities. 
Nothing could have been more admirable than the conduct 
of his lordship on this trying occasion. The intrepid heroism 
with which he kept his seat on horseback, in spite of severe 
rheumatic pains, brought on by the frequent showers which 
had caused even the boldest old ladies to take shelter ; the 
cheerful manner in which he raised his double eye-glass, to 
inspect each fine regiment as it filed past him. Lideed, the 
scene was quite affecting, and his lordship's medical man 
(present with a lancet, in case another attack of apoplexy 
had seized my lord suddenly), received the warmest and most 
deserved compliments for his care and skill, from a select 
circle of the aristocracy. 

The nimiber and fashion of the visitors to the camp in- 
creased daily. The young nobility and gentry from Eton 
arrived, under the command of Dr. Hawtrey, carrying his 
rod of office, that even the rising generation might witness 
the dazzling effect produced by the pomp of glorious war, 
without any of its inconvenience. 
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Lastly Her Majesty the Queen, Field Marslial his Koyal 
Highness Prince Albert, their Majesties the King and 
Queen of Hanover, his Serene Highness the Duke of Saxe- 
Coburg Grotha^ and Prince Lncien Bonaparte honoured the 
entertainment with their august presence, and subsequently 
appeared at the theatre, where Mr. Keeley very pleasantly 
burlesqued the whole affidr. 

So all ended happily ; every man who knew anythii^ of 
the subject congratulating us that the reviews had not 
taken place in Hyde-park ; for the Duke of Wellington had 
frankly told us that the result of our system was such, that 
we had no officer in high command, who, if he had once got 
an army into those precincts, would know how to get it 
out again. 

We had not, however, begun as yet to pay much atten- 
tion to contemptible sneers of this sort. We were like a 
set of adventurous youths who had been learning to swim 
with corks, and being highly satisfied with our performances, 
under these circumstances, we were rashly resolved to ven- 
ture in the deepest seas on the first opportunity. 

We were so drunk with vanity and military enthusiasm, 
that we would hear nothing more about any negotiations, 
save those of Sir Hector, whose intemperance most nearly 
resembled our national intoxication. 

When it turned out that Prince Menschikoff was yielding 
step by step ; when we learned that his demands in May 
were sdtogether different to those he had advanced in April; 
when the cloud and mystery of diplomacy was just pene- 
trable, so far as to enable us to ascertain that his claim from 
the Porte had finally dwindled from a formal treaty down 
to a mere diplomatic note, so confused and contradictory in 
its terms, that it meant nothing, save that Nicholas saw he 
had committed an imprudence, and desired to save appear- 
ances, — I say, when we at last found out this, we felt a 
positive sense of joy that Sir Hector had acted with the 
haste and violence he had done. We laughed all idea of 
mutual concessions to scorn. The great British embarrasser 
at Constantinople should be allowed to wreak his ill-temper 
on friends and foes, while we would stand applauding at a 
respectful distance. 
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The Emperor of Bussia evidently could not make out in 
the least what we were about. We only said that he was 
mad, but he must have believed that we were so. We 
suffered Turkey to be drained of her resources, and the 
revenues of the Danubian principalities to be seized by 
Eussia. We prevented the Turkish fleet manoeuvring 
in the Black Sea, in order to attain something like efficiency 
if the struggle should really come. We permitted the 
invasion of Moldavia, though the Pruth was nearly impass- 
able ; and Omer Pasha, if allowed, might have defended it 
with even more success than he afterwards defended the 
Danube. Lastly, as if to ease the autocrat's mind entirely, 
we agreed to place our interests in the hands of his old 
friend Lord Fiddledee, and to dance perpetually in a mazy 
whirl to his agreeable music at Vienna. 

For the rest, Bussia was one of the few foreign countries 
that had no grudge against us ; and where the name of 
England was, at this time, generally popular, Britons were 
established and flourishing in every part of that vast 
empire. British engineers had helped to build the fortifica- 
tions of Cronstadt and Sebastopol. They had assisted in 
the planning of railroads and the working of mines. Our 
trade with Bussia was enormous, and mutually profitable. 
It throve especially at Odessa ; and it would have taken a 
more vigorous imagination even than that of Nicholas, to 
suppose we should make a mere vapouring and objectless 
attack against a place which was endeared to us by every 
tie binding on the merchant and the antiquarian — a place^ 
the very name of which was heard with enthusiasm in 
Mark-lane and Manchester, and which respectfully pre* 
served in its Museum a battered old japan candlestick, 
because it was said to have belonged to the philanthropio 
Howard. In the work-boxes of the Crimean ladies were 
locks of hair which were fondly believed to have once 
covered the head of Wellington ; and did not a great prince 
at St. Petersburg display to his admiring guests, whenever 
an opportunity offered for so doing, the identical bullet that 
shot Monsieur de Nelson ? 

In fact, these reflections in the end so thoroughly con- 
vinced Nicholas of the real amiability of our intentional 
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tbat loM equanimity was scarcelj disturbed by wbat be 
tbougbt a little mere braggadocio of Sir Hector's Mends in 
tbe House of Ck>mmons, and bis colleagues of tbe press. 
Besides, be was tolerably sure of tbe Mendsbip of tbe 
Foreign Office, in any eventuality ; for, since even great 
Palmerston bad been dismissed for a few words wbicb it was 
supposed might not be quite agreeable to tbe Emperor of 
Austria^ it was clear tbat be (tbe Emperor of all tbe Busr- 
sias) bad nothing to fear in tbat quarter. 



I 



CHAPTER VL 

Beview of Lord Stratford's war policy in Turkey. Opinions of my 
ribald cousin. Horror and surprise of the writer at being made 
the depositary of these statements. Declares his orthodox &ith in 
Lord Stratford and the aristocracy. Will live and die believing in 
Viscounts. 

All is over, tbe die is cast, and nothing can exceed the sense 
of refreshment and satisfaction I experience in contemplat- 
ing the honourable and handsome conduct of a delicate- 
minded public towards that great and mighty prince, Lord 
Stratford de Redcliflfe. A peaceable and intelligent public 
has allowed itself to be got into a scrape with charming 
docility and good humour ; and Britons would naturally 
consider it the extreme of shabbiness to reproach the digni- 
fied bottle-holder, who has undertaken in the most stately 
manner to act as second on the present interesting occasion, 
and to stir it up. I wish to do the fullest justice to the 
downright pluck and noble qualities which that public has 
displayed, as well as to the condescension of the distin- 
guished nobleman who has been graciously pleased to elicit 
them. 

My incorrigible cousin Tom, however, who is a low fellow, 
with radical opinions, and who does not entertain at all a 
proper respect for the peerage, will not be brought to view 
matters in the same agreeable light as that in which they 
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appear to me — and a spirited public. In order, however, 
that the opinions of this vulgar person may be the better 
held up to universal execration and contempt, I will proceed 
to state them as briefly as possible. I will beg an imagina- 
tive public, however, to understand, that, while I am doing 
so, my nose is turned up as much as my lips are drawn, 
down, and as for my eyes, I am frequently obliged to dose 
them in the utter extreme of disgust and amazement ! 

The dull dog, then (Ugh !), affirms that it would seem to 
be growing every day more painfully evident, that the policy 
of Lord Stratford has been one fearful and deplorable mis- 
take, from first to last. He says that the revolt of the 
rayah population of Turkey might have been as easily fore- 
seen as averted ; but that, since it has been allowed unwisely 
to burst forth, it will some day spread from Janina to the 
Danube, and from the frontiers of Persia to the Nile. We 
may, indeed, smother the flame for a time, but it will break 
out again, and in the end devour us. Greece has, of course, 
caught fire, and he (the miscreant above mentioned) is very 
much mistaken if the Ionian Islands will not, sooner or later, 
be in a flame also. He will have it, that the revolution of 
the Rayahs, and the aid given them by the independent 
Greeks, forms by far the most serious of the many vexed 
questions to which Lord Stratford's intemperance has given 
rise. (I wonder that the earth does not open and swallow 
him up !) 

It would seem (I give the miscreant's own words) that 
we mean to put the Greeks down by the strong hand ; but 
there is a very serious doubt if we shall be able to do so. 
We may (I should think so, indeed !) blockade Athens if 
we please ; we may occupy Corinth, Patras, Nauplia, Mes- 
salonghi, but that will not stop the tide of events which is 
now rolling hoarsely onwards. (What events 1) Though we 
may do these things (I believe he is mad), we have no 
right to do them ; and we shall be drawing the bright sword 
of England to maintain a cruel and a crying wrong. The 
Rayahs are determined to be free — the independent Greeks 
will aid them ; and both parties will be supplied by the gold 
and counsels of Russia^ for whatever the latter may be 
worth. 
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All this might have been avoided twelve months ago (I 
let the fool go on !) by a more plain and intelligible policy. 
Had Lord Stratford been a conciliatory and judicious person, 
his task would have been easy; but he was otherwise, and 
he has therefore ^ed (Stupendous!) No one can be 
justified in advancing such a statement as this, unless he 
supports it by argument : he (the arrogant blockhead) 
will therefore point out a course which he (the digni- 
fied statesman) might have pursued with a happier result, 
and to which had he (the dignified statesman) deigned to 
listen, he would have known was in accordance with the 
wishes and ideas of most of the practical men mixed up in 
Eastern afGurs. 

Such men contend that the wrongs ci the Bayahs were 
•ithe strongest arm of Russia — and, therefore, immediately 
afiairs grew serious ; the emancipation of the sixteen millions 
of Christians in Turkey was no longer a simple act of justice 
they had always been entitled to demand, but it was also an 
act of good policy, which it was prudent to carry out in- 
stantly. They should not only have been enfranchised, but 
employed in posts of trust and honour, to show that their 
liberty was a fact and not a mockery. (A likely thing, in- 
deed 1 What would have become of the rights of conquest, 
goose ?) The Principalities should then have been plac^ in 
a formidable state of defence, as it was always from this quar- 
ter that the first attack was expected. As it was, the Bus- 
sians were permitted to take up a very strong military posi- 
tion unopposed; to seize a considerable portion of the 
revenues of the Sultan ; to quarter their armies at his ex- 
pense, and to caxry the horrors of war into his dominions : 
thus, from the very outset, inflicting an injury on the Turks 
for which reparation was next to impossible. The time 
which should have been employed in preventing this was 
wasted incomprehensibly, and Lord Stratford appears to have 
looked to England, from the very first, as the only support of 
his obstinate impolicy. (I must entreat a sympathetic public 
to understand that I have collapsed !) 

Before engaging in the war, the finances of Turkey should 
have been placed on a sounder footing. A few clear-headed 
arithmeticians from Lombard Street and Paris would have 
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been more valuable in the East than the Grenadier Guards. 
They should have been appointed to form a committee for 
the revision of the whole system of Turkish taxation, and 
then employed in seeing to the honest collection of the re- 
venue. They might thus have easily made themselves worth 
their (avoirdupois) weight of solid gold. (I am gasping for 
breath !) The question of the Holy Sepulchre, which owed 
its origin entirely to diplomatic intemperance, should have 
been promptly arranged. 

Under such a policy, the offensive arms of Bussia would 
have been rendered harmless ; and Turkey was quite strong 
enough to fight her own battles. Under ordinary circum- 
stances, indeed, a nation with nineteen million inliabitauts 
could hardly carry on a successful war with a nation number- 
ing sixty millions ; but experience has amply shown usf 
that numbers do not always decide the fstte of an invaded 
country. Turkey had the good feeling of Europe with her : 
she fought upon her own ground; she had Circassia and 
the numerous tribes hostile to the government of the Czar, 
who waited but her signal to rise. She had Hungary, Italy, 
and Bohemia for a hostile Austria ; France and the Ehenish 
Provinces to check Prussia ; Poland for all. 

After the complete enfranchisement of the Christians, she 
would also have had the inestimable advantage of a just 
cause, with a fiery and grateful population to support it. 
Men would have stood up for her who are unequalled in 
courage and resources ; from among whom have already been 
bom sea captains like Miaoulis and Kanaris, and such gene- 
rals as Karaiskaki and Colocotroni : for the Greeks do not 
love the Russians ; they only consent to receive their aid, 
being weary of hope in any other direction. 

Having seen that Turkey was prepared to fight, our part 
might have been confined to watching events ; for the 
butchery at Sinope would of course have been impossible. 
As a nation, we had no occasion to mix ourselves up in the 
dispute. We have been dragged into this part of the busi- 
ness solely by a petulant elderly gentleman (ribald ruflSan ! 
if ever there was one. How can an ambassador be petulant 
or elderly ?), and because he would not be told how to act, 
and did not know. (The world's at an end !) We might 
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tm ^^laaed — jest as ther went to ^sin or lo Sooik Aneiica. 
Our pceH^ abo^ woojld hsw tweo an cfiecmv ««fl|Mu : the 
tlnnyifrof tlielt»ga.apd tliegciigialiiMlTgt»nQnrfan 
peofilcv would baxe Iwen potent bejvnd befiet TlKre waa 
noneedlbraitogolaitliia: If Trnker wanted aDieay thore 
were EgrpC and the Barbazj siates Uxmd to aasist her; 
whOe, at the lidding of a fiiak% Fiance Abd-^Kader 
in A^^iers might haxe mastered a aowd of gaEhmt hoise- 
men, who«e absence tmat that proTinoe mi^t haxe at last 
permitted modd Ficndi tomera to grow their cabbages in 
peace. 

Bat Lord Stmtfacd has been allowed (I let the i^ot 
lamUe on) to press femrard the war widioat preparing 
Tarkej bj me single act of wisdom or prodmoeL He has 
had no better ooonsel to ofier her than a new loan, f<»eign 
troopfl^ and even Lcmdon poHcemen. Not a single necessaiy 
reform has been made, no one biandii of Taikish administra- 
tion has been rendered more effixliva. Ho* adTiier has 
allowed her to flounder throogh a sea of financial difficulties: 
eren the question of the Holy Sepulchre remains unsettled. 
The Barahs have been goaded to leToH ; the adventurers 
who flocked to Turkey hare been refused service; bank- 
ruptcj and famine came trooping £rom a&r : yet the pro- 
ject ^r a national bank at Constantinople was allowed to 
die still-born ; and no measure has been suggested for the 
emplojrment of agricultural machines^ or the varied resources 
of modem science, to supply the hands called away to the 
army ^rom the necessary tilling of the land ; while the ex- 
port of com has been permitted till its present prohibition 
IS a mere mockery to starving millions. (Ugh ! you goose !) 
Now, i^ before the occupation of the Principalities became a 
fact, Turkey had been notoriously as well prepared as she 
seemed indifferent^ and was defenceless, there is little 
doubt but that Bussia would have withdrawn at once till a 
more convenient season. Thus fEur she had merely engaged 
in a diplomatic intrigue. But so wise a man as the Czar 
could hardly suppose that, after allowing Turkey herself to 
be so completely passive that there was hardly a review of 
troopi^ and her ships lay lazily at anchor in the Bosphorus, 
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we were prepared to break a forty years' peace to go to war 
ourselves about her. 

The &ct is, however, that after the departure of Prince 
Menschikoff made it evident that the game was growing 
serious, Great Britain should have at once removed Lord 
Westmoreland from Vienna, and Lord Stratford from Con- 
stantinopla 

Respecting the first, it is only necessary to say that we 
required a particularly able man at the court of Austria ; 
and we need but take note of the conduct of that power, 
throughout the dispute, to show the results of having left a 
trifler. Lord Westmoreland has either completely failed in 
convincing Austria of her true interests, or, what is much 
more likely, he has been deliberately deceived. If we con- 
trast the effects of the short visit of Lord Palmerston to 
Paris, and the loyal conduct of France, with the conse- 
quences of the permanent mission of our most musical 
minister at Vienna, the difference will seem remarkable. 
Such men as Lord Westmoreland have indeed been employed 
before in serious business, but always with a like evil. 
Thus, on the approach of danger, the minister of Caliph 
Mustapha was occupied in finding two canary-birds who 
could sing precisely the same note.* With Lord Westmore- 
land at Vienna, and so able a man as M. de Bruck at Con- 
stantinople, Austria has been of course able to use Great 
Britain to fight her battles j and we are now beginning to 
dance to Lord Westmoreland's fiddling with a readiness and 
agility which is the very perfection of British simplicity and 
good breeding. 

As to the reappointment of Lord Stratford, it is not diffi- 
cult (says this hopeful youth) to estimate its imprudence. 
He was as well known for his intractable ill-humour as 
Lord Westmoreland for incapacity. His reputation as a 
dangerous and unsuccessful negotiator was not new, for the 
battle of Navarino might have warned us of the inevitable 
end of confiding a peace policy to his keeping. But a few 
months before, also, his intemperance in business had caused 
a general protest against his appointment as secretary for 

♦ Gibbon, 
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foreign affairs, even under what was pleasantly called the 
" dizzy " government of Lord Derby. It is not easy to under- 
stand how Lord Stratford could have been a proper person 
as British ambassador in Turkey at any time. After forty 
years* residence in the East, he has effected nothing — unless 
we give him partly the reputation of the Tanzimat, which 
has turned out so cruel a deception. The famous tariff was 
negotiated by Sir Henry Bulwer ; and the entire credit of 
the Hungarian-refugee question was plainly due to the 
chivalry and determination of Lord Palmerston. Forty 
years at Constantinople are said not even to have taught 
Lord Stratford the language of the country, or gained him a 
friend there. He is merely a man who, having been placed 
in a high position all his life (but who did not obtain it by 
his ability), has committed no disgraceful or dishonourable 
act. There all praise must end ; for I have yet to learn 
that, during the better half of a long lifetime, he has given 
a single proof of high and marked capacity. 

If we reflect what a really able man might have effected 
at Constantinople in forty years, and backed by the immense 
influence of Great Britain in the East, while we read Lord 
Stratford's own account of his labours in his imlucky fare- 
well speech of 1852, we may reasonably wonder at the 
reputation he has acquired. If, as his friends say, he has 
"lavished wise advice upon Turkey," he seems to have 
lavished it in so ill-natured a manner as to insure its 
rejection ; for we see no effects of it. It is certain that 
everything connected with Turkey is in a most deplorable 
muddle : and as far as the opinion of people residing in that 
country may be worth anything, a traveller may gather that 
the name of Stratford Canning in the East is merely synony- 
mous with violence of behaviour, extravagant pretensions, 
and pompous eccentricity. His ideas on most subjects are 
declared to be as hopelessly wrong as Lord Westmoreland's, 
and almost as valueless, if they were right. 

If England required, therefore, an ambassador who could 
display his own importance and consume a great deal of 
consequence, Lord Stratford was just the man for her ; but 
if she demanded a person at once temperate and liberal 
in his ideas, a man thoroughly acquainted with her best 
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interests and earnestly anxious to farther them, patient^ 
well informed on passing events, an enlightened statesman, 
and a conciliatory negotiator, circumstances have furnished 
suf&cient evidence that he was not. 

His singular quarrel with Colonel Rose, a man of rare tact 
and amiability of manner, was at least ungenerous, and 
would seem to show that advice was unwelcome to him even 
from the officer who was especially appointed to counsel him. 
A paragraph in the Times which preceded his arrival would go 
to prove that not even an attache or a tradesman is beneath 
his extraordinary appetite for quarrelling ; and it is the 
popular belief at Constantinople that his staff live under a 
rule so stem as to have no choice between the discipline of 
children and the exile of criminals. This is probably why 
the amiable brother of one of the most amiable men in 
England (I am speaking of Lord Carlisle) positively declined 
to serve under so harsh a task*master, and left his post of 
secretary to the embassy vacant twelve months. It is also 
why Lord Stratford finds it necessary to employ persons on 
public business of whom the Foreign Office knows nothing, 
and who insult the sacred mysteries of diplomacy by publish- 
ing his private despatches in the public papers. It is on 
rec<yrd that he had quarrelled with all his subordinates so 
violently and so often, that he was obliged to solicit permis- 
sion to nominate and displace whom he pleased, as the only 
condition on which his reappointment could be possible. 
Thus he marches alone to his own ends, and We see how sad 
they are. He has even quarrelled with the admirals who 
were sent to support him ; with the French embassy, with 
Lord Raglan, and with the Duke of Cambridge. (An 
observant public will perceive that I have let the lost wretch, 
my cousin Tom, talk on in his own person, that he may the 
better incur utter abhorrence ; besides, reason is lost on a 
contemptible fellow of that kind.) 

I am not (pursues the arrogant idiot) by any means 
attacking Lord Stratford in his private capacity. Those 
who know him assert that he is laborious, and by no means 
without a certain antiquated intelligence. I merely say 
that at Constantinople he has scarcely effected one good 
thing in forty years, and that he has suffered many evil ones 
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which a more prudent person would have prevented. He la 
believed also to be conscientiouslj mistaken ; but mistaken 
he is, and miserably so. There were places enough where 
such a man might have been harmless, or even useful ; as 
the president of an unrefurmed college, as master of the 
ceremonies at a small Crerman court, as the confidential 
friend of an old lady of property, or the irreproachable 
guardian of a youug one. But a safe and wise diplomatist he 
is not ; and let things turn how they may, a most awful 
responsibility must rest upon him ; — ^the responsibility of 
having rashly disturbed a peace which has been one of the 
most hopeful and valuable to mankind at large that the 
world has ever known ; and of having thrust the civilized 
world into a war fi'om which it has all to lose and nothing 
to gain, and which might have been averted by common 
prudence and good temper. 

Lord Stratford, and Ix)rd Stratford only, is responsible for 
this. M. de Bruck and M. de Wildenbruck, the representa- 
tives of Austria and Prussia, have all along taken a pacific part^ 
while M. de la Cour, a French diplomatist of high reputation, 
was displaced solely because his opinions clashed with those 
of the British ambassador. M. de la Cour recommended 
peace and patience ; it is scarcely surprising that a gallant 
and enterprising French general should desire war j — but 
not even with General Baraguay D'Hilliers has the repre- 
sentative of Great Britain been found to act in concert. 

We had nothing to fear by leaving Russia alone ; the 
onward march of civilization and enlightenment would have 
soon rendered an absolute government impossible even there ; 
and from a progressive and commercial state we had only to 
expect Mendship and good will : but it is a very serious 
business to go to war with a nation hardly a generation 
removed from barbarism, and the tide of human progress 
will roll back fifty years in every campaign. 

For the rest, it was but fair to judge the Emperor of 
Russia from the past. In 1848 he had a better chance than 
now, and he would hardly have freely chosen a time when 
all the world was at peace to commit an act which would 
probably result in a coalition against him. Experience has 
shown that he loved the triumphs of diplomacy better than 
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tliose of the sword; in the &mous despatch of Count 
Nesselrode, in 1828, in the mouth-of-the-Danube question, 
and throughout his prudent conduct in Hungary. He was 
indeed trying to win an important diplomatic triumph, but 
he might have been easily frustrated by an able man, or even 
the fruits of his triumph might have been rendered worth- 
less by a subsequent good administration of afi^rs in 
Turkey. 

To reappoint Lord Stratford, however, at such a crisis, 
was to make a peaceful settlement of the question impos- 
sible. The Emperor of Bussia had refused to receive his 
lordship as British ambassador at St. Petersburg, and the 
diplomatist was known to have a most bitter feeling of 
private enmity towards the autocrat; our conduct was, 
therefore, simply sending to a haughty and exacting 
monarch his personal enemy to pacify him after a defeat: 
it was bringing a silly dispute to a crisis at a most unhappy 
time ; it was allowing two self-willed elderly gentlemen to 
get firmly by the ears, and the result is precisely what might 
have been anticipated. We had no reason to expect that a 
priuce, however cool and able he might be, who had had his own 
way for thirty years, till he must have almost forgotten that 
he was mortal, and who was at the head of the vast resources 
of a mighty empire, should retire in a personal dispute with 
an English gentleman ; though he might have given up an 
impossible game in diplomacy as gracefully as a lost game at 
chess. 

It is for these reasons (concludes my infamous cousin), 
that I solemnly record my protest against this unholy war 
and its most intemperate author, and I declare my firm and 
honest conviction that his conduct has been an awful mistake, 
from the violence which first occasioned the angry departure 
of Prince Menschikoff to the wilful and criminal blindness 
which has brought about the revolt in Epirus and a probable 
war with Greece. 

(I have done ! Indeed, the utter extreme of my horror 
and amazement at the unparalleled atrocity of my cousin 
Tom would prevent me going on if I had a mind to do so, I 
trust, however, that I have held up the sentiments ot that 
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cousiii Tom to general execration, and that a warlike and 
heroic public wiU give me full credit for my difference of 
opinion with the peaceable and shabby fellow above men- 
tioned) 



CHAPTER VIL 

Gallipoli. The deserted homes of England. Her Majesty takes leave 
of the Guards. Opinions of the British public with regard to 
Sinope. Conflicting statements. Surprise of the Turks to see us. 
Their politeness mingled with doubt. His highness the Sultan. 
Sardanapalus. The commissariat officers make their bow to the 
British public. Their ideas of campaigns chiefly derived from 
Chobham. Besults of the diplomatic and spirited conduct pursued 
towards the Greeks. Advantages derived from dining at Vary's. 
Distressing position of the commissariat officers soothed by the solid 
politeness of the army contractors. The words Bono Johnny pass 
into general use. The British army embraces teatotalism. 

And there were sad hearts in the lordly homes of England 
when it was known that the Queen had taken leave of the 
Guards, and there were scalding tears shed by wailing and 
deserted women, as they sobbed a last farewall to those near 
and dear to them, when the transports stood out to se% 
and Britain sent her armies to the East. 

There was not a very clear idea of what we were going to 
fight about. We had indeed a feeling of hot indignation 
with respect to Sinope, but the Emperor of Bussia had scru- 
pulously avoided any individual or national cause of offence 
towards us. The conduct of Baron Brunnow, in London, 
had been as careful and conciliatory as that of M. Kisselefl^ 
at Paris* Ther# had been throughout an evident desire on 
the part of the Czar to preserve our friendship. To be 
sure, Sinope had been a bad business, but then the Eussians 
had their own account of it, and that was very different to 
ours. As regarded our own peculiar griefs, the bombard- 
ment of Odessa was at least a fair set-off for the loss of the 
Tiger, In fact, the whole affair was a complete puzzle ; but 
we sailed or steamed to Gallipoli nevertheless, and the 
Turks were more surprised than pleased to see us. 
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It is useless to talk about the enthusiasm of the Turks 
with respect to this war. From Abd-ul-Medjid to the water- 
carriers of Galata, and the Kurdish horseman whom Fatma 
Hanum brought to Constantinople as the price of her hus- 
band's |>ardon, nobody cared a button about anything but his 
individual pipes, coffee, and prosperity. If the Sultan could 
only have peaceably got rid of Lord Stratford de Redcliffe, 
anybody might have been monarch of Constantinople who 
pleased, providing also that they did not interfere with his 
dinner hour, and his few harmless pursuits. He was as in- 
different about power as Kichard CromweU, or the cardinal 
of York. There was, perhaps, scarcely an individual in 
Turkey who did not look at the arrival of the allies at 
Gallipoli in the light of a burthen and an insult. It ap- 
peared to them problematical if the Russians really even 
coveted any portion of their territory, saving those perplex- 
ing Principalities, which seemed always a bone of discord, 
without being the smallest use or profit to them. Here, 
however, were these dogs of Franks from the West, who had 
actually taken possession of their coasts and harbours, and 
were about to occupy their capital under the absurd pre- 
tence of being their friends, just as if anybody was ever the 
friend of anybody without being assured of some present 
and immediate gain in consequence. So reasoned the higher 
Turks ; and they reasoned rightly, according to their previous 
lights and experience. It must be remembered that there 
is no general public feeling in Turkey, because the people 
are altogether illiterate, and have no knowledge of public 
a&irs whatever. 

Not the smallest arrangement had been made to receive 
the allies at GkkUipoli, and those fine, active, able, commis- 
sariat officers were quite astonished to find that campaign- 
ing in the East was altogether a different thing to their 
charming experience at Chobham. Now also appeared re- 
freshing evidence of the diplomatic and spirited conduct 
which had been pursued towards the Greeks. That pesti- 
lent people persisted in annoying the allies in all sorts of sly 
out-of-the-way manners, and throwing all manner of petty 
obstacles in their way. 

Then it naturally occasioned the utmost surprise to our 
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intelligent British soldiery, that not a single man conld he 
found who was ahle to converse fluently in a language so 
necessary to a liheral education as the English. There were 
one or two persons, indeed, who apjieared to have picked up 
a few words of an uncouth French, but these words were ai 
such lincertain meaning, and were spoken in such a guttural 
and alarming voice, that the oldest diner at Y^ry's could 
not make anything of theuL But then, to be sure, all the 
waiters at Ylry's spoke English. 

What was an excellent commissariat staff to do under 
circumstances so remarkable 1 Why, rush of course wildly 
into contracts one day, and then, misled by Greek trutl^ 
which were obligingly volunteered for their guidance, cancel 
those contracts on the day following in the most natural 
way in the world. They drove some of the Smyrna mer- 
chants almost wild with these singular vagaries ; and the 
agents of respectable men who were sent to wait on them 
for orders were quite confoimded. The beauty of the whole 
thing was, too, that a steady export of provisions from 
Turkey had been allowed to go on all the winter, which 
was strangely supposed by many to account in some mea- 
sure for the present scarcity. 

The Pashas would have done anything for a quiet life, 
and a chance of the official peculations which they love ; 
but owing to their unaccountable ignorance of English 
which has been already pointed out, nobody could clearly 
understand anybody, so that there was more than the usual 
amount of energetic language than is even commonly spoken 
by strangers on their arrival in a foreign country — ^but 
nothing came of it. 

The English and French officers, however, fraternized 
very agreeably. The commissariat officers commenced those 
acquaintances with the merchants which were afterwards 
to ripen into such affectionate and profitable friendships. 
The manners and customs of the Turks were productive of 
much innocent hilarity. The words " Bono Johrmy " first 
passed into general use, and were considered of a pleasant 
wit : so that, affcer a while, campaigning in Turkey was not 
thought such a bad thing after all, especially till the cholera 
came. The cholera came because, while our commissariat 
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officers were thriving and getting on so delightfully, the 
sturdy British soldier fed but poorly, and slept worse. He 
also lost his porter, — ^not that there would have been the 
smallest difficulty in obtaining it, but there was a report 
that some of the generals professed teatotalism, and con- 
sidered the present as a valuable opportunity for propa- 
gating their principles, and furthering the cause of teatotalism 
all over the world, even where there was no tea. 

"When the cholera broke out, nobody knew what to do 
with it, or how to treat it ; nobody understood the climate 
or diseases peculiar to the East. Nobody imderstood, till 
long afterwards, that a situation had been chosen noted for 
its insalubrity ; and Crallipoli became a sad scene of com- 
plaint and panic : while the Emperor of Kussia learned, with 
much satisfaction, that we had come to grief, as might have 
been expected. This was the first of our (Hsasters — a bad 
beginning ; yet what was to come afterwards showed that 
we might have turned it into a precious warning if we had 
only hearkened. 



CHAPTER VIIL 

The locnats, an episode, introducing the unexpected guests who arrived 
to devour the winter provisions of the British army. 

An Eastern summer is full of wonders, but perhaps our 
wandering armies saw no natural phenomenon more awfiil 
and appalling than those vast flights of locusts which came in 
with the cholera and warm weather, and where they found 
a garden — left a wilderness. 

I am riding along a pleasant hill-side towards the end of 
May. There is a sharp pattering noise, like that of April 
rain in Scotland, falling on the hard ground. I look atten- 
tively towards the earth, knowing that it cannot be a shower 
this clear balmy morning, and I see a countless multitude of 
little black insects no bigger than a pin's head. They are 
hopping and springing about in myriads under my horse's 
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feet, along the rocky road, whicL is quite black with them, 
and far away among the heather, which is turned black 
also. I ride miles and miles, yet the groimd is still darkened 
with those little insects, and the same sharp pattering noise 
continues. They are the young of the locusts who left their 
eggs in the ground last year : they have just come to life. 
Three days ago there was not one to be seen. 

A little later, and I am passing through a Greek village. 
The alarm has spread everjrwhere, and the local authorities 
have bestirred themselves to resist their enemies while still 
weak. Large fires are burning on the banks of a swift river, 
and immense cauldrons full of boiling water are steaming over 
them. The whole country side has been out locust-hunting : 
they have just returned with the result of their day's 
exertion. Twenty-three thousand pounds' weight of these 
little insects, each, as I have said, no bigger than a pin's 
head, have been brought in already in one day. They have 
been caught in a surface of less than five square miles. 
There has been no difficulty in catching them, — children of 
six years old can do it as well as grown men. A sack and 
a broom are all that is necessary ] place the open sack on the 
ground, and you may sweep it full of locusts as fast as you can 
move your arras. The village community pay about a 
^rthing a pound for locusts. Some of the hunters have 
earned two or three shillings a day. As the sacks are 
brought in, they are thrust into the cauldrons of boiling 
water and boiled each for some twenty minutes ; they are 
then emptied into the rapid little river swollen by the melt- 
ing of mountain snows. 

My Albanian Hamed watches these proceedings from his 
embroidered scarlet saddle with much and melancholy 
gravity. " Ah I" he says, " if there was but one dervish or 
good man among those rogues, he could pray them away in, 
an hour. There are no locusts in my village because we have 
a dervish — a saintly man there." 

It appears that no dervish comes ; and the plague goes on 
spreading daily from village to village, from town to town. 
This is the fourth year since they first appeared at Mitylene, 
whence I am writing. It is said that they seldom remain at 
one place longer, but that in the fourth generation the racq 
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dies out, unless it is recruit€|d from elsewhere. I am not 
aware whether this is a mere popular superstition, or a fiact 
based on experience. They show, however, certainly, no 
symptom of weakness or diminution of numbers. In ten 
days they have increased very much in size, they are now as 
long as cockchafers, only &tter. They seem to be of several 
distinct species. Their bodies are about an inch and a half 
long, but some are much larger round than others. They 
have six legs. The hind legs of the largest kind are nearly 
three inches long, or twice the length of the body. They 
have immense strength, and can spring four or five yards at 
a time. The legs are terminated by sharp long claws, and 
have lesser claws going about half way up at the sides of 
them. Their hold, therefore, is singularly tenacious. Their 
heads and shoulders are covered with a kind of homy armour, 
very tough. Some are of a bright green colour all over ; 
some have brown backs and yellow bellies, with red legs, 
and are speckled not unlike a partridge. Some are nearly 
black all over and have long wings. The largest species 
have immensely long feelers projecting out near the eyes. 
I noticed some of these feelers twice the length of the rest 
of the body. The bite of the largest kind is strong enough 
to bend a pin. This locust has immense sharp tusks ^mished 
with saws inside. His mouth opens on all four sides and 
closes like a vice. His eyes are homy and he cannot shut 
them. The largest kind have two short yellow wings, and a 
long pointed fleshy tail ; the smallest have four long black 
wings, and no tail. The head is always large in com- 
parison to the body, and not unlike that of a lobster. In 
moving its scales it makes a noise like the creaking of new 
leather. 

The locusts are on the wing, they have risen from the ground 
into the air ; they darken the sky in their steady flight for 
hours, and they make a noise like the rushing of a mighty 
wind. Far as the eye can see over the land and water 
broods the same ominous cloud. The imagination refuses 
to grasp their number : it must be told by millions of 
millions. Count the flakes of a snow-storm, the sands by the 
sea-shore, the leaves of summer trees, and the blades of grass 
on dewy meadows. For days and days the locust storm 
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and the hot south wind continued. At night they 
descended on the gardens aad corn-fields. They strug- 
gled for pre-emineuce on the points of palings, and the top- 
most overlooked the rest with extraordinary gravity. They 
crawled and hopped loathesomely on fruit and flower. They 
got into eggs and fish, which became uneatable in con- 
sequence. There was no help against them because of 
their multitude. They ate holes in my bedding, they got 
into my pockets, and into my hair and beard. The Greek 
women were obliged to tie their trowsers on above their 
gowns, as a protection against them. You trod upon them, 
they blew against you, they flew against you, they dined off 
the same pkte, and hopped on a piece of food you were 
putting into your mouth. Their stench was horrible^ and 
this lasted for weeks. 

I was tempted to impale one of them as a specimen, and 
left it sticking on a pin in the walL Hamed slyly removed 
it, believing the proceeding to be a charm, or magical device 
to counteract the designs of heaven. 

'* It is God's will ! " he said, sententiously, when I found 
him out and reproached him. 

So they ate up the com lands and the vineyards whither- 
soever they felL I counted nine on one blade of wheat. 
When they left it, it was as bare as a quill ; and so they 
devoured the soldier's bread. 

" They have still left your apples untouched," I said to a 
gardener. 

** Helas ! " replied the man, sobbing ; " they have eaten up 
all beside, and what is the use of your eyebrows if you have 
lost your eyes 1 " 

Three days after they had eaten his apples also. 

I noticed, however, that in the years the locusts appear 
there is no blight, or smaller insects about ; perhaps, there- 
fore, they are mercifully sent to destroy the smaller and more 
dangerous insects when they have multiplied exceedingly 
under the prolific suns of the East. 

But they are a dreadful visitation. They ate holes in my 
clothes as I walked about ; they got among Hamed's arms ; 
they choked up the barrels of his pistols, and fed upon his 
Bash of silk and gold ; they ate away the tassel of his cap 
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and the leathern sheath of hiB sword. My French debardeur 
dressing-gown, one month £rom Alfred's^ might have been 
taken for a recent purchase at rag fair. They ate the sole 
of my slipper while I was asleep on a sofa ; they ate my 
shirts in the wardrobe, and they ate my stockings. Hamed's 
*'good man" never arriving, he catches many, and puts 
them out of the window with much tenderness. The Paaha^ 
. my host, with a touching futh in the goodness of God, goes 
about with a long stick to save them from drowning, when 
they are driven by the winds into his reservoir of gold fish. 

I cannot help thinking the Pasha is right, but I cannot 
be so good as he is. For the locusts eat the back hair off 
the women's heads while washing at the fountain, and the 
moustachios of the gardeners while they sleep in the noon- 
day shadow. They strip trees till they look as if struck by 
lightning or burnt by fire. I see the plants gteen and gay 
in the moonlight, in the morning their freshness and beauty 
have departed. 

Families sit wailing in their fields over the ruin of their 
little all. There is a story that the locusts have eaten a 
child while its mother was away at work ; there is a tradi- 
tion that they once ate a drunken man who fell down in the 
kenneL Neither event is improbable. I saw a locust draw 
blood from the lips of an infant in its mother's arms. 

They will not die. They seem to have neither sight nor 
hearing ; vile things with nothing but mouths. If you 
catch one he will spring from your hold, and, leaving his 
legs behind him, go on as well as ever. The cadi had a 
little garden ; he had it watched day and night, for it was 
his pride, and full of far-away flowers. He kept fires sur- 
rounding it constantly, to prevent the locusts crawling in. 
When they had learned to fly, he fired guns to turn aside 
their course ; when they came in spite of this, he turned » 
garden engine upon them ; then he buried them, but every 
green thing and every blossom was stripped firom his garden 
for all that. 

They will not die ; they can swim for hours. Hot. 
water, cold water ; acids, spirits, smoke are useless. I plunged 
one in salt and water ; he remained four minutes, and sprang 
away apparently uninjured I re-caught him, and smoked 
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him for five minutes ; two minutes afterwards he had revived 
and was hopping away. I re-caught the same locust, and 
buried him as deeply in the groimd as I could dig with a 
pocket-knife ; I marked the place, and the next morning I 
looked for my friend, but he was gone. Nothing will kill 
them^ but smashing them to a jam with a blow, or boiling 
them. There is no protection against them. They despise 
and eat through the thickest cloths or sacking, or matting, 
and glass coverings for a large extent of ground would be of 
course too expensive. The only way in which one of my 
neighbours was enabled to save part of his harvest, was by 
gathering his fruits, and cutting down his com immediately 
the locusts came, and then burying his property in holes 
dug in the ground, and covered over with a heavy stone at 
the aperture, as I had seen the peasantry do in some parts of 
Western Africa. This saved him a little ; no bam or room 
would have done so. 

Yet another three weeks, towards the end of July, and 
the cloud which has hovered over the land so long is clearing 
away ; and there arises a great wind, so that the locusts 
are swept off in countless armies to the sea, and drowned. 
It is impossible to bathe for days, or to walk by the sea- 
shore, because of the stench of them. But they are gone, 
and their bodies float over the sea like a crust, extending to 
the opposite coast of Asia Minor. 

I found out, while busy with this subject, that the locusts 
were supposed to have come from Asia Minor to Mity- 
lene ; that when they first appeared on the northern coast 
of the island, they were few in number, a greater portion of 
the flight which settled here having been probably drowned 
on their passage. It was not till the third year that they 
became so many and mischievous as to cause alarm. Their 
devastations were principally confined to the vines and 
olives, afterwards they grew more general. 

Last year, the inhabitants, dreading their return, endea- 
voured to take timely precautions for their destruction. 
There was some difficulty about this, however. It was 
necessary to apply to the Turkish local authorities; the 
local authorities were obliged to refer the matter to the 
grand Sheik-ul-Islam; who published a fetfah or decree on the 
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subject ; but thid fetfah was not obtained without a great 
deal of importunity, as it was believed by many learned' 
doctors that the demand was altogether contrary to Moslem 
law. However, as the ravages of the locusts continued to 
increase to an extent which seemed to menace the revenue 
derived from the island, a fetfah was at last issued. In virtue 
of this, permission was given to destroy the locusts, by all 
means save those of fire and water. It was necessary to evade 
this provision, however, since fire and water were universally 
acknowledged as the only effectual means of destruction to 
be found. 

The matter was now made the subject of a fixed legal 
regulation, by which every family was required to destroy 
from (about) twelve to twenty-fiVe pounds weight of locusts^ 
according to their number, for the common benefit. Some of 
the villages where labour was scarce paid this tribute in 
money. Twopence a poimd was first given for locusts, but 
the price afterwards sank to a farthing. The efforts of some 
places were, however, defeated by the indifference or super- 
stition of others, so that labour, time, and money were all 
lost. More than 700,000 lbs. weight were destroyed with- 
out any visible effect on their numbers. Thefr weight at 
this time was about 270 to the ounce. 

The Turks resolutely refused to assist in these proceed- 
ings. They looked upon the visitation as the will of God, 
with which it would be impious to interfere. The captain of 
a Turkish man-of-war seeing a locust drowning in the sea, 
bade his favourite coffee- boy plunge into the water to 
save it. 

Some of the uneducated Greeks ^so had their own 
peculiar way of going to work. They insisted that the 
locusts had arrived in punishment for the sins of the commu- 
nity, and consequently that human efforts against them 
would be in vain. It appeared to them that public prayers 
and processions were much more reasonable. They also 
applied to a certain St. Tryphon on the subject, for St. 
Tryphon is the recognised patron and protector of fields and 
plants. They likewise sent a deputation to Mount Atf^oa, 
requesting St. Tryphon to come and pass a few days at 
Mitylene, but without effect. 
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It has been noticed tbat the locusts appear inyariably about 
the middle of May, and die or depart in August. They are 
most mischievous during the month of June ; they have an 
objection to damp or marshy grounds. The females bury 
themselves in the earth when dying, probably to conceal 
their eggs. The males die above ground, where the ants 
and smaller insects speedily devour them. Neither rain nor 
cold, however severe, appears to destroy or injure the eggs, 
which lie in the ground like seed during the winter, and 
burst forth into life in the first warmth of summer. Each 
female is understood to have about fifty young, which in 
some measure accounts for their astoundmg increase. They 
require about twenty days to attain their Ml growth, some- 
times longer^ if the weather is unfavourable. 



CHAPTER IX. 

Constantinople. Pera. Intern contrasts. The theatre. A Turkish 
gentleman. Pleasant practical joke of a young British officer in a 
foreign country. Admiration of the same by Levantines. Specu- 
lating ladies. English sailors and French soldiers fraternising. 
Their cordiality. Their musical entertainment interrupted by an 
Italian waiter. Prompt confusion of the latter. The merchant 
diplomatist and the diplomatist of Navarino and Sinope. Well- 
earned popularity of the Duke of Cambridge. Officers in the service 
ofthe King of Candy. The Pera belles. A short pipe. Our golden 
and buttony friends of the commissariat again. An autumnal prima 
donma, "Aristocratic birds." Improper elderly French banker. 
The Adonis of Galata. His pug^nacious propensities. Paucity of 
policemen. Humanity mongers. An important butler. A ruina- 
tion shop. The streets of Pera by night. Palace of silence. 

There is a clumping of clogs about the uneven streets, 
and two or three sedan chairs of very great ladies move 
dripping along. Invalided officers, full of bad wine and 
goocl spirits, roll along, arm in arm, laughing and discoursing 
wildly, being firmly persuaded, of course, that not one of 
those young Perotes, who are watching them so eagerly as 
models of manners, can understand a word they utter. 
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some seven feet high, looks for a moment at the paslia's 
immense lantern — ^then there is a dare-devil twinkUng in 
his eye, which assuredly bodes mischief, and the next 
moment the pasha's lantern is pierced through, twirling 
round aloffc on the top of a walking-stick. Hooray ! shouts 
our lengthy acquaintance ; there is a storm of astonished 
laughter from a crowd of admiring witnesses — especially, of 
course, from MM. Demetraki and Stavi'o Somethingopolis, 
who are quite wild with delight at the freak ; yet I should 
like to see that young officer obliged to sell out, and go 
home, as a dangerous international mischief-maker ; for see, 
the stately Turk has turned rein, and is riding home with a 
beard positively bristling with anger. 

In a word, it is about seven o clock in the evening, of a 
pouring day, and the polite or unpolite world of Pera are 
going, as best they can, to the opera. I cannot say that 
the opera of Pera absolutely claims a visit from the 
enlightened traveller. There is an unhealthy smell of dead rats 
about it — a prevailing dampness and dinginess — a curious fo^ 
a loudness, a dirtiness— which induces me, generally, to prefer 
an arm-chair and a dictionary, a cup of tea and a fire ; 
but I am going to-night, because my books are all packed 
up, and my servant has gone out for a holiday to carry 
small scandals to his acquaintances. I have also been eating 
a most detestable farewell dinner at a roguish pastry-cook's ; 
and my companions have borne me off, whether or not. 

The howling and steaming of the unwashed crowd at the 
theatre doors is altogether so powerful, that we adjourn 
to the theatre coffee-house, and discuss a glass of punch and 
a cigar till it has subsided. Some British sailors and French 
soldiers are fraternizing. They are singing Wapping songs 
and French chomsonettes, at the same time. They are 
happy, but noisy — yerg noisy ; and not only drunk, but 
how drunk ! A waiter mildly suggests to one of them, in 
Italian, that the temple of harmony is next door, and that 
they are disturbing the potations of the rest of the company. 
He pertinaciously persists in repeating this. Never did a 
waiter so nearly get knocked down for )an imprudence, or 
was so unconscious of his danger. He smiled while a dis- 
cussion was going on, under his nose, as to the propriety of 
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Lis being promptly " spiflicated," or ^crasi; and the 
debaters were men of few words! At last, however, he 
retires, still smiling, though rather askew and with a sense of 
failure ; for there is no mistaking the flashing eyes of the 
Frenchman, or the clenched flst of the tar, which terminates 
the expostulations. It is some time before a naval officer 
and I, who have taken great interest in the proceedings, can 
so far tranquillise the sailor and soldier, who were singing, 
as to prevail on them to resume their strains, instead of 
inflicting summary chastisement on the white-waistcoated 
official, who has indiscreetly meddled with them. I confess 
to a keen enjoyment of their songs. There is a fine raciness 
about those of the British tar, which it is positively invi- 
gorating to hear. I shall not have half so much fun in the 
theatre, where Mademoiselle Squallini, an SLUtumnol prima 
dorma from Islington, is tearing one of prolific Verdi's 
operas into shreds, and screaming in a manner which is 
inconceivably ear-piercing. However, I dare say she will 
not hurt us much after the first five minutes ; and they say 
she supports a mother, who is an invalid, and a brother, 
who is a cripple — so that we may pay our money cheerfully, 
and go in prepared for anything. 

We have got a box, but we must, nevertheless, pay about 
two shillings entrance-money at the door. It is a part of 
the system which pervades all things TurkisL No aflair 
can be settled at once, not even that of taking a box at the 
opera without a backsheesh here, and a visit there. We 
pay our money, however, after the handful of coin, from all 
quarters of the world, which forms the currency of the East, 
has been duly deciphered and undervalued, and we pass on. 
But as we decline to hire opera-glasses at twenty piastres 
for the evening, the box-keeper, on his part, declines to pay 
any further attention to us, and leaves us to find our way as 
best we can, merely putting a rusty key into our hands, and 
telling us a number. In consequence of this, we very natu- 
rally get into the wrong box, in eyery sense of the word. 
An extremely loud young Armenian, that is loud even for 
an Armenian, is seated here with a lady, who devotes her 
intelligent leisure to the sale of walking-sticks and cigars. 
She is a French lady, and we have seen her in a shop of the 
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Frank street, somewhere. The Armenian suspects us of 
sinister intentions against his domestic peace. He believes 
us to be Perotes, and consequently, that our ill-timed visit is 
a Perote witticism, or stupid intentional insult, and he 
charges down upon us like a very bantam cock of valour. 

" Vat, sares, here you vant 1 Vat, sares, you here vant ! " 
he screams, in a thin, cracked voice, but in much indignation. 

" No bono, Johnny," replies a witty Briton of our party, 
good-humouredly ; and we retreat, leaving the Armenian 
youth much astonished, but pacified, at having been obvi- 
ously taken for an Englishman, owing to his perfection in 
the language. 

Let us look through the fog when we get seated at last, 
and see who is here. Opposite sits Baron Bruck, the kind- 
hearted and able Austrian merchant diplomatist, with 
genius and well-earned success stamped on every lofty and 
noble feature. There he is, gossipping and laughing in the 
midst of his family and a merry staff, having probably toiled 
enough through the day to enjoy his snatch of leisure 
heartily even here. There is a pleasant appearance of 
amusing themselves, a festival air about this unpretending 
little party of scholars and men of business, which it does 
one good to see. There, too, is his neighbour in the next 
box — a stem, scowling, sulky, pompous old man, all bile and 
verjuice and mystification. There are no smiling, happy 
faces round him, for the brightest spark grows dim near a 
wet blanket ; and his very toadies and led-captains sit 
cowering fearfully, and talking in whispers faint and few 
behind. He is also a great diplomatist — the diplomatist of 
Navarino and Sinope. 

There, too, in another part of the theatre, and as far off 
as possible, of course, sits His E-oyal Highness the Duke of 
Cambridge, with his fine, frank, open face, and joyous, fear- 
less eyes. Never was a prince who wore his rank so grace- 
fully — never was, perhaps, any general more popular with his 
troops and officers, or more universally beloved by all who 
come in contact with him — (no wonder he prefers bad quar- 
ters at a Pera hotel to the excruciating hospitality of Sir 
Hector Stubble !) Even envy itself forgets to snarl at the 
soldier duke, and the most rabid reform grows dumb about 
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one of the best piinces who ever stood near a throne. The 
rest of the audience is not very notable. There are a great 
many officers, lately in the service of the King of Candy, 
and, of course, the warm personal friends of that monarch, 
and who have, of course, broken out in astounding military 
jackets and caps ; but they are most of them £bie dashing 
fellows for all that. These gentlemen are, of course, chiefly 
occupied with the Pera belles, on whom, however, they are 
not, perhaps, making the lively impression that they too 
fondly believe. For the Pera beUe is a strange, odd, angular, 
rtnsexed sort of a lady, full of Greek sarcasm and politics, 
who discourses chiefly about the wrongs of the " oppressed 
Christians." They will lead the officers, lately in the service 
of the King of Candy, a singular, perhaps, a weary dance, 
but there it will end, much to the bewilderment of those 
magniflcently-moustachioed gentlemen. 

The audience in the gallery is indecorous, to say the least 
of it. The sailors and soldiers from the coflee-house next 
door have come in, and are giving a private vocal entertain- 
ment of their own. The noises heard in the theatres of 
Portsmouth and Toulon are echoing briskly here, and I have 
twice heard the opening stanzas of " Will Watch, the bold 
Smuggler." Suppose we retire to the back of the boxes, and 
sit down cross-legged, a merry company of smokers. Most 
of us have a short clay in our pockets, according to the 
fashion of modem times, and we shall only be doing as folks 
are doing in the other boxes, whence the frequent crack and 
smell of lucifer matches comes so refreshingly. Then we 
shall go behind the scenes, not because there is precisely any 
pleasure in so doing, but because it is also the fashion — and 
a very violent fasfion — ^in Pera. Highly-connected young 
gentlemen, mostly from the neighbourhood of Sloane Street 
or Putney, and belonging to her Majesty's commissariat, are 
displaying their intimate acquaintance with the elegant dis- 
sipations of London and Paris, and the dainty airs acquired 
during a previous life (of course), brimfull of the intoxicating 
sweets of aristocratic pleasure. There, then, are those "deuced 
gentlemanly birds," as I hear them calling themselves, in full 
bloom and full feather, gloved and varnished in the most 
violent manner. It is hard to know which they treat 
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with tbe loftiest contempt, the Queen's English, the French 
grammar, or things in generaL They have been spending 
some of their m jsterions newlj-acqnired money in presents 
to the autumnal prima cUmna. They have been, also, throw- 
ing her showers of bouquets, and are now come to reap their 
reward, in the delectable smiles and conversation of that 
amiable and spirited hdj. They do reap it; and get on 
with her amazingly. The autumnal prima clorma considers 
them the pink of fiishion, and looks upon their homage as 
the most decided proof of her having made a triumphant hit 
among the fine world of Pera. It would appear, also, frcHU 
their conversation, that the letter H is akncrat entirely 
banished from the places in our language where we have 
been accustomed to find it ; and a careful study of the pro- 
nunciation of these young bucks and bloods, as well as of the 
lady, instructs us to look for it henceforth elsewhere. An im- 
proper elderly French banker, who has been admitted to the 
intimacy of many generations of autumnal Tbta prima dofmas, 
and who has been the only fismt young man in Pera^ any time 
these forty years, finds himself quite cut out on his own 
ground — routed, indeed, ignominiously ; and he looks at the 
buttony waistcoats and amazing studs of his rivals with sour 
and envious glances. As for the ex-officers of the King of 
Candy, who are, of course, in great force, their caps and 
jackets are hardly noticed, and their conversation, with 
respect to the mysterious wealth of the young gents before 
mentioned, is more pungent and forcible than complimentary. 

" That young puppy," says General Slasher (Imperial 
Ottoman service) to Colonel Crasher, in the same army— 
" that young puppy, all studs and buttons, there, is the son of 
one of my uncle's bagmen. You know Sir John Stuflfe and 
Co., of Manchester ; he set up for himself, and fedled. Old 
Stuifis, who has three votes in the House of Commons — ^I 
wish I had — ^got one of the young cubs into the commissariat, 
and now I find him here swelling it, at the rate of a 
couple of thousand a year; riding thorongh-breds, giving 
dinners, and coming out strong with theatre women. Put 
this and that together, and I think you'll agree with me, 
Crasher, my boy, that the commissariat wants looking after." 

Let us leave the caustic Slasher and the sneering Crasher. 
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The commissariat gents themselves will tell you, that there is 
no longer the tenth part of an abuse in their service — aiid thej 
ought to know best ; and as to the ex-officers of the King 
of Candy, now in the Imperial Ottoman service, they des- 
pise their base insinuations, and can obviously afiord to do so. 

There is a row at the doors going out. Mr. William 
Sykes, the Adonis of Gralata, is threatening to punch the 
head of a meek gentleman, in jean boots, whom he has never 
seen before ; and then bellowing out that he has made a 
mistake, but that he will, nevertheless, punch the head of 
some person or persons unknown, who have, in some way, 
incurred his displeasure — a disagreeable thing enough where 
there is no police. 

Here is a crowd of humanity mongers, talking with their 
usual authoritative pomp, even here ; but startlingly ready 
to listen to invitations to dinner, nevertheless. Here are 
adventurers, with doubtful commissions from the Foreign 
Office, who have learned already the bullying of Oriental 
diplomacy, and are prepared to ride rough-shod over every- 
thing and everybody. There stands a man, wildly asking 
people to champagne and truffles, to get contracts for the 
army — and a very good business, too. Near him is a Rus- 
sian spy, adroitly pumping some man in office — perhaps, the 
butler of the British Embassy, also a great man. Let us 
make a night of it. Let us go to the roguish pastry-cook, 
who has established a sort of English club, which we shall 
find full of middies, having just received a tip from home, 
and our golden young friends from the theatre, who belong, 
naturally, to all places of Pera revelry. Everybody will be 
talking together, and there will be an immense consumption 
of cold game pies — price, four shillings each — and bottled 
beer, at a shilling. There will be also some bets about the 
taking of Sebastopol. But we need not stop long. We can 
go plashing, with our lanterns, through the sloppy streets, 
back to the palace of silence, when we will. The staff of 
.the rheumatic watchman will smite the wet dark pavement 
■with a clanking sound, and he will shout his night-cry 
through a cold, hoarsely ; but we must not be too hard on 
him. He is the same frmctionary who wandered through 
the streets of London not a generation ago. 
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CHAPTER X. 

SScutari. The hospitals. The ciuque. State of the streets. The 
climate. Advantages of secrecy in diplomacy. Hesults of the 
Frank invasion of the East. Tophana. His effulgent wonder. 
The Therapian ambassador. Samples of soldiery. Russian prisoneos. 
Elindness of our soldiers to them. Improper conduct of the Turks. 
Prisoners' clothes. General surprise at their not speaking English. 
Fighting it out. Hospital sketches. Bemarkable wounds. Average 
number of deaths. Manner of burial. Jocular old Scotch sergeant. 
Kussian officers. Their various conduct under suflFering. Their 
indifference. Their appetite. The French hospital. Its marked 
superiority. The Sisters of Charity. Military doctors. Their 
conduct to the sick. Gaiety of the convalescent. Instalments of 
glory. Death of Marshal St. Arnaud. 

It is a grey, dull September day, with a bleak bitter wind 
howling about the streets (the same dreary uncomfortable 
wind which blows a feir half of the year at Constantinople), 
but I put on my great coat and goloshes, the groimd being 
a regular slough of despond, and sally out, arm in arm with 
a Turkish colonel, to see the British sick and wounded, with 
a few Russian prisoners, who have just arrived at Scutari 

Constantinople is hardly changed since I lefb it a year 
ago. It still gives refreshing evidence of its constancy to 
ancient usage. It clings to its hoary institutions with an. 
ardour delightful to contemplate. It has the same dirt as 
when I left, the same dogs, the same holes in the break-toe 
pavement, the same donkeys wedged in between long poles 
or iron rails, and striking terror into walker and horseman 
as they stagger along with their monstrous burthens. There 
may still be seen, by the observant traveller, the same bullock- 
cars and springless gilded inconveniences which pass for 
carriages, and there may still be felt the same joyless mizzle, 
so like that I remember in Edinburgh, that I can almost 
fiincy it is another Scotch adventurer come out to make his 
fortune during the present crisis, and grown sulky at find- 
ing himself disappointed. In a word, the torrent of civiliza- 
tion has passed over the land without one fertilizing or 
genial effect. The genius of nonsense and secret diplo- 
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macy broods over the place, and one hears nothing but 
Greek truths, and sees nothing but intrigues and botheration 
from one end of the city to the other. Everybody is mysti- 
fied, and drearily does his best to mystifjr his neighbour. It 
must be allowed that everybody, also, succeeds pretty un- 
satisfactorily. I declare that it is a wonder even to me, 
bald-headed, elderly gent, as I am j I say it is a wonder evei^ 
to me, how the thousands upon thousands of warm-blooded, 
frank-hearted, gallant Englishmen and Frenchmen could have 
sojourned in this place, without having had a pleasanter 
effect upon it ; and it strikes me very forcibly that the 
genius of nonsense and secret diplomacy above mentioned 
must have a rank strength, indeed, to have forced beautiful 
Stamboul to remain the howling wilderness it is. We walk 
silently down to the filthy suburb of Tophana whilst I am 
musing thus, and then my companion hails for his caique. 
It is a fine boat, a boat with three pairs of oars, which is a 
mark that it belongs to a public officer of the first class. It 
costs my friend some fifteen pounds a month to maintain, 
and it was not bought for a song ; but it is like everything 
and everybody else in Turkey — never at hand when wanted 
The boatmen are Greeks, and finding that there was a 
pretty brisk call for caiques this morning, they let them- 
selves and the colonel's boat out to a party of Britons, who 
have gone to pay a visit to his efiulgent wonder, the 
Therapian ambassador. 

Let us take another boat and boatmen, for which we shall 
have to pay rather inconveniently, but they will row us 
through the shrieking wind, and over the ruffled waves, 
amid the stimning roar of salutes, and the hubbub of 
steamers as noisy, to the end of our journey. There are 
samples of British soldiers, with all sorts of imiforms and 
beards, lounging about at the landing-places ; and toiling 
along in the distance, comes boatful after boatful of the 
wounded. It is a sad sight enough to see them in every 
variety of constrained and unaccustomed attitude, to try 
and cheat their pain of something of its triumph. I notice, 
with some national pride, how carefully our soldiers lift the 
wounded prisoners out of the boats, how softly and kindly 
they speak to them, and try to soothe them in their rough 
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homely way; no father ever carried his child with more 
manly tenderness than those two red-haired Irishmen are 
showing towards the poor Knssian lad who is climbing np 
the hill between them. I am sorry to say, however, the 
Turks do not show the same chivalry of feeling as when 
Saladin sent his HaMm to Coeur de Idon. On the contrary^ 
they appear very ill-disposed towards their prisoners, and I 
am informed that a Turkish soldier behaved, yesterday, with 
such brutality to a wounded Eussian, that it became neces* 
sary to chastise him on the spot. I have only time to 
notice that the Kussian prisoners are miserably clad, and 
that their uniforms are wretchedly thin and scanty. Thosd 
who are not wounded also look haggard and dirty, as if 
they had been faring hard. We present our cards to the 
commanding officer, a mild, pleasant, personage, and are 
admitted after some demur. The officer remarks that the 
Russians have had a great many visitors to-day, even more 
than he could wish, by which I am led to believe that some 
Turks have been misconducting themselves again, though I 
hope that this is not the case. It is a melancholy reflection 
that the squabbles and wrong-headedness of two irritable old 
persons should have brought on such a prodigious amount 
of human suffering as that I am now witnessing. We pass 
into the wards where the sick are laid out. There is little 
or no accommodation for them, and their rough beds are 
placed in rows in the cold stone passages. Nearly all are 
l3ring on their backs, and most are evidently in fearful pain. 
Of the few who are not, one is whittling a stick, some are 
reading books, or scraps of newspapers, and one whose eye- 
balls are nearly starting out of his head, is devouring, rather 
than perusing, a letter from home. I have brought it him. 
Poor boy ! I know that home, and how one poor simple 
mother's heart will ache, and one girl's cheek grow pale, 
when it is known there that he is among the maimed. 

Some of the wounds are frightful. Most of the Russians 
have been shot in the back, or low down in the legs. Our 
troops have all been wounded in front. One man, shot 
quite through the chest, is likely to recover ; another, who 
has had a ball for two days in his brain, is also doing well 
since its extraction ! One man who was shot in the leg 
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Lad such a hard sharp bone, that it split the ball which 
struck it into two halves, as if the lead had been severed 
with a knife, and he escaped without a fractura A rifle 
ball has completely scooped out the eyes of one man, doing 
him no other injury, so that he will recover. We have a 
^eat many officers wounded, nine in one regiment only. 
If we add to this, that there is a good deal of cholera and 
fever, general scarcity of accommodation and medical aid, 
we shall give too true an account of the British hospital at 
Scutari. I do not presume to say — I dare not even fioncy 
to myself — at whose door may lie the amazing charge of 
negligence in this respect. I merely state a most melan- 
choly and self-evident fact. The average deaths are fifteen 
daily. It is a ghastly sight to see the old Scotch sergeant 
joking over the dead, with a fearful pleasantry, as they are 
being sewed up in sacks for burial. 

Let us go and see the Eussian officers who have been 
taken prisoners. They are in a room apart, and three only, 
out of some ten or twelve, are wounded. One of the latter 
is a mere boy of about sixteen. He has been shot in the 
knee, and will probably have to undergo amputation, but it 
is touching to witness his courage and good humour. It 
seems to me as he lies there so young and fair, and feminine- 
&ced, like the courage of a wife with her husband near her, 
in some time of pain and trial Poor child ! He tells me, 
in Gorman, that he has many relations, so many, he can 
scarcely count them ; and he opens his large eyes with such 
a winning archness as he speaks, that one can see at a glance 
he is some mother's darling. I watch the surgeon as he 
dresses the lad's hideous wound. Even he, accustomed to 
see acts of heroism every hour, nobler than those wrought 
on the battle-field, even he is moved by the boy's brave 
prattle. " Tell him, above all things," says the doctor, 
" not to move the bandages." I am sorry to say some of 
the Bussian soldiers have done so, apparently under the 
impression that we meant evil by them. Unhappily, 
too, we have nobody who can speak Bussian at this 
moment. 

The next patient was a fierce, obstinate youth, who swore 
lustily, and boimced down, after submitting to be bandaged, 
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with very edifying pride and impatience ; bat the third, a 
fine handsome man, with the cold blue eye, which I think 
distinguishes most of the Russians, lay on his back and glared 
horribly into vacancy. He never stirred while his wound 
was being dressed, nor seemed to notice us, and when we 
left him, glared still in the same fixed and fearful way as 
before. 

At the request of one of the British officers, I now inquired 
of the others if there was anything which they desired, and 
stated that if so their wants would be attended to with all 
possible courtesy and hospitality. They were all subalterns, 
however, and apparently felt their position very little ; after 
a short conversation amongst themselves, therefore, they 
announced that they would like some breakfast, which was 
their most pressing want for the moment, and some was no 
doubt brought to them, though I did not wait to see it. 
Indeed, the day was already waning fast, and we had an 
engagement to be at the IVench hospital at two o'clock; 
80, getting back as quickly as we could, we found ourselves 
just in time to accompany one of the principal surgeons over 
the wards. The difierence between a military nation and 
one that is not, made itself immediately apparent. We 
found things here in a very far better condition than at 
Scutari ; there was more cleanliness, comfort, and attention ; 
the beds were nicer, cleaner, and better arranged. The 
ventilation was excellent, and, as far as we could see or 
learn, there was no want of anything. The chief custody of 
some of the more dangerously wounded was confided to the 
Sisters of Charity, of which an order (St. Vincent de Paul) 
is founded here. The courage, energy, and patience of these 
excellent women are said to be beyond all praise. I saw 
several fine healthy yoimg persons, with that clear bright 
complexion which I think often goes with a good conscience, 
and which I have often observed seems a sort of prerogative 
of the French rdigi&use. It seemed to me that there must 
be a heart-rending story of pain and trial attached to some 
of them, so yoimg and fair, so fitted to make a Pai-adise of 
home, and yet doomed to be homeless and unloved, for ever 
passing life in duties so stem and solemn. I fancied, too, that 
some of the poor fellows, grown used to those kind voices 
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and gentle hands, would leave the hospital with a strange 
cold pang a few weeks hence. I know that I should, but 
for the talisman of another love, the only charm I can well 
believe would bear man harmless through such a triaL 

The French hospital presented a far different sight to the 
English one at Scutari. Ours was dull, silent, and wretched. 
Grim and terrible would be almost still better worda Here 
I saw all was life and gaiety. The presence of those neat, 
active, kindly women had done much. The innate joyous- 
ness of the French character had done more. There were my 
old acquaintances, the French soldiers, playing at dominoes 
or ^ca/rti, by their bed-sides, and twisting paper cigarettes, 
or disputing together just as I have seen them anywhere 
else from Paiis to Constantinople or Bona. I liked also to 
listen to the agreeable manner in which the doctor spoke to 
them. " Mon garden," or " Mon brave," quite lit up when he 
came near with his humane and brotherly interest in them. 
I could not help noticing it. My acquaintance smiled — 
** It is not only as you observe," he said, " a national pecu- 
liarity with us to addi-ess persons in humble life with tender- 
ness, but in the army we are especially instructed to do so." 
The Sisters of Chaiity, however, spoke to the wounded in a 
manner which was still more happy and French. Their 
voices must have sounded to many a poor fellow with a 
lively imagination, like a foretaste of the glory and considera- 
tion he would meet with in his own villag& Every word 
seemed to express such a true admiration for valour, such a 
gentle and special interest in the excellent enfcmb addressed^ 
such a sweet readiness to listen to the slightest whisper from 
his parched lips, and such unwearied activity in ministering 
to the smallest of his wants. God bless those women, what 
a mission of mercy they are fulfilling now ! 

Hark to the deep roar of the guns as they come boom- 
ing over the sulky waters and through the heavy air. 
My companion pauses. "It is for the death of Marshal 
St. Amaud," he says ; " his strange career is ended." And 
indeed it was so. The commander-in-chief of the French 
troops had died on his passage from the tents which are still 
menacing SebastopoL It was said that he died of cholera, 
bat that in reality had only shortened, by a few days, a life 
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already hastenisg to its close. The fiat of the physician had 
gone before, and the French chief knew death to be so near, 
that in the battle which took place, not many hours before 
his death, he dared all manner of danger, seeking for a 
soldier's grave in the fields and it was denied him. 



CHAPTER XL 

The Black Sea. The commissariat agun. Anny contractors. Befrao- 
tory peasants bound for the goal of glory, llie brave blue jackets. 
Miss Nightingale. Lady Stratford. Bunbling Scutari. Leander*8 
tower. The Bosphorus steamers. Babble rout of a sea-port. An 
officer's widow. Unloading the transports. The Austrian Lloyd. 
The Stambotd, The British officer is hunted to the last by energetic 
Idquais de place. Eastern delays. The villages of the Bosphorus. 
The palace of Sardanapalus. Diplomatic Therapia. Cockney 
Buyukd^re. Beflections. Metaphysics taught by Pistacchio nuts. 
Hints for the outward-bound. The true use of the nose. Breakfeist. 
Travellers' books. Appearance of the coast. Dishonest conduct of 
an Austrian Lloyd's officer. Amateur inspectors of the road. 

Now swiftly over the sulky December waters, past many a 
battered hidk which shows sad signs of the wild hurricanes 
in the Black Sea ; past transport-ships by the score, and 
smug oily commissariat officers a little the worse for yester- 
day's dinner and evening entertainment, but keeping good 
hope of an appetite again by-and-by at the hospitable board 
of a contractor ; past barges with a score of extremely dirty 
fellows in fezzes and baggy breeches, toiling at a multitude 
of oai*s, and slowly labouring along towards some ship bound 
for Sebastopol, there to give up their dismal and dis- 
heartened cargo of astounded and refractory peasants from 
the far away interior, and who are bounds chiefly against 
their wills, for the goal of glory. 

Away past men-of-war with jovial officers chatting to 
admiring visitors over the ship's side, and making but light 
of the dangers they bore so nobly yesterday, and will court 
again to-morrow. 

One's very heart warms towards the blue jackets, and 
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one cannot help contrasting their frank, open, fearless looks 
with the anxious, sly, shuffling demeanour of those feasting 
commissariat gentry who pulled on in stealthy talk with the 
wily merchant just now. 

And salutes are firing from ship and hattlement, and 
gentle ladies of high degree flit swiftly by us in their gilded 
boats to visit the sick at Scutari. I vow and declare there 
goes Miss Nightingale, and yonder in the grand official 
caique floats land I^y Stratford and her daughters Mr. 

They are braving wind and weather, as they have been 
doing ever so long on the same good errand — to carry to 
the sad couch of the wounded in a distant land the meet 
tribute of woman's sympathy and admiration. 

Let us look our last at a scene which has surely grown on 
my mind like affection for a friend. There stands rambling 
Scutari dismal enough, though the neighbourhood around is 
beautifiil. Yonder is Leander's tower, with its sweet legend 
of captive beauty and conquering love. Thei-e is the 
ricketty old wooden bridge, my favourite walk so long ; there 
go fussing and puffing away the busy little steamers for 
Therapia, and the villages of the Bosphorus. 

I see through my glass that the shore is as usual, crowded 
with a rabble rout of Greeks, Jews, Armenians, sailors, 
soldiers, tinkers, tailors, suttlers, gaily-dressed young ladies 
of forward demeanour, and all the dirty crowd of a sea- 
port. 

There some tearful widow, who has left her world behind 
her on the hard-fought field or beneath the stormy sea, is being 
assisted into a boat by some kind friend, whose stout arm is, 
may be, trembling almost as much as the weak pale hand 
which is laid upon it. She is going on board the English 
steamer, and is about to return to her mockery of a home, 
now lonely ever more, in the fatherland. She will keep 
holy the memory of the brave man whose living love was 
hers, and who died, may be, with her name the last words 
npon his lips after the forward shout of battle. 

There are horses embarking and disembarking, and fat 
bales of costly merchandize, toiling along near the smart boats 
of sea-captains, and the flashing caiques of pashas or minis- 
ters. Here raves a Frenchman, there roars a German, 
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or yells a Greek, and the shrill boatswains whistle o'er the 
deep. 

I have ever been of opinion, as gentle Goldsmith says, 
that a steamer is, upon the whole, as dirty and inconvenient 
a place of abode as need be ; but of all the steamers with 
which it was ever my misfortime to become acquainted, I 
have not the smallest hesitation in asserting that the 
Austrian Lloyd boat, the Stamboul, plying between Varna 
and Constantinople, is by very many chalks the dirtiest and 
most inconvenient. 

I scrambled, and tumbled, and slipped, through a variety 
of people and things, however, and got footing on it at last. 
The decks were cleared of laqyma de place, who had been 
forgotten, and who had come to claim some preposterous 
little account which had been forgotten too, according to the 
custom of their tribe. The last Greek huckster had given 
his last wily counsel to his supercargo, and the last Jew had 
wrangled with the last boatman, who, Greek as he was, 
wearied soon in the contest. We are off 1 

Oh, no ! We should have been off anywhere but in 
Turkey; as it is, however, we beat about for several houi*s in 
the cheerfulest and most obliging manner, to wait for some 
impossible person, who finally appears to change his mind 
and decline making the voyage with us. 

It is the dusk of the evening, therefore, when we at last 
flit rattling down the Bosphorus, and already our keel leaves 
a bright track of phosphoric light over the darkening sea, 
like the steps of a water fairy. 

Away past the sweet villages on the shore, where I have 
whiled away so many an enchanted summer afternoon, their 
ghosts seem to haunt me reproachfully. Away past tower 
and fort, and sleepy hollow ; by the low rambling pictu- 
resque wooden houses of the great pashas, with their barred 
and guarded harems, and by quiet cemeteries with their 
turbaned dead j by the palace which Sardanapalus is 
building, and by the ancient tomb of the famous Lesbian 
Admiral Barbarossa, the conqueror of Algiers ; past 
diplomatic Therapia and Cockney Buyukdere, and so out 
into the Black Sea, as the moon rises mournfully and 
mistily. 
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There is something about that moon which I cannot bear 
to-night, lest a full heart should run over ; for I have been 
two years, or thereaway, in the East, and two years are quite 
an era in the life of the mind and the affections. 

I remember well with what fine hopes, cheerful and 
earnest, I then saw the seven-hilled city rise from the golden 
waters, as we bore in after a stormy voyage one bright 
spring morning. I reflect with a sigh that is well nigh 
stifling, how those hopes have turned to ashes one by one. 
But who among us can look back on such a multitude of 
days quite calmly ? And the fact is, I am by no means certain 
that disappointment is not the salt of life ! What a weary 
world it would be, oh, dear ! if everything always went on 
happening just as we had foreseen, and we made our own 
fete every time we had a fit of indigestion ! I mention this 
period because, I take it, a man is wiser then than at other 
times, and more inclined to " make his fate." When he is 
quite at his ease he does not think much about it, and that is 
fer the best way. A German philosopher used to say that 
a boar's head and Pistacchio nuts taught metaphysics better 
than all the wrangling in the schools. Perhaps, however, 
on the whole, it is quite as well not to inconvenience oneself 
by the acquisition of knowledge on such terms. 

The captain of our steamer is a gaunt melancholy Don Juan 
sort of man, and I see that he has been alarmed by the late 
accidents on these coasts. So have we, and it is therefore with 
some inward satisfaction, though we would scorn to express 
it, that we see he is making all taut and trim in case of a 
sudden storm in the night. Some light skirmishing clouds 
to the northward look rather like mischief; but suppose we 
go down stairs and have our supper. We shall find, to be 
sure, nothing, but a rather powerful species of cheese ; how- 
ever, that is better than nothing, and a short pipe with 
some brandy and water afterwards, will quite warm our 
noses, which are cold, and I am sorry to think have been so 
for some time. And here I wish to improve the occasion, 
by hinting to the docile traveller, that one of the most 
dangerous things he can allow to occur to himself in Turkey 
is in any way to get chilled. I would also suggest that the 
nose, especially if long^ is an excellent natural thermometer 
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always at hand, when you like to touch it. Now if the 
temperature of the nose is colder than that of the finger, 
tinder ordinary circumstances, if it tingles or otherwise 
misconducts itself in any way whatsoever, the possessor of 
that nose, if a judicious man and willing to be guided by the 
councils of experience, will immediately warm it, either by 
active exercise, or on the most reckless anti-teetotal prin- 
ciple. I am, however, rather inclined to advise the latter 
method, supposing the said possessor of the said nose to have 
already tired himself on the slippery deck of a Varna steamer, 
and being otherwise disposed for rest as we were. We passed 
Burgas in the night, and were dashing away merrily enough 
over waters hardly disturbed by a ripple when I awoke in 
the morning. I was first up of our party, as I ought to 
have been, for I had slept in far more agreeable quarters. 
They had retired, uncomplaining, to the dismal little holes in 
the wall, which the steward had ruthlessly pointed out to 
them. I on the contrary had taken that functionary aside^ 
and held sweet converse with him, till he was thereby in- 
duced to make me up a very jolly little bed on one of the 
sofas in the cabin, where I had more leg and elbow room, 
though I am bound to confess that the odour of the power- 
ful cheese we had for supper was audible during a part of 
the night, say till I got used to it, or went to sleep. 

We had a pretty good breakfast, the ship's cook being a 
deacon of his craft. There was ham, fish, beefsteaks, caviar, 
maccaroni, and the sort of things it requires a traveller's 
appetite to put under his waistcoat at ten o'clock in the 
morning. I wonder what .one would say at such a diet at 
the end of a London season, and in Pall Mall, or St. James's- 
street. 

The steamer library was also remarkably good, and very 
well chosen. There were just the kind of books that give 
spice and zest to a journey in a half-civilized couDtry. Cooper, 
Scott, Washington Irving (the kindest, gentlest, most 
amusing of all the rovers that have ever roved or written). 
There were also Ledk^s Travels in Greece, and the transac- 
tions of some German antiquarian society, for those fond of 
solid things when sea-sick. 

I do not know that anything occurred during our voyage 



THB BATTLE FIELDS. 65 

Worth notice, except that we mec some immense flocks of 
migratory wild ducks, bearing with quivering flight and out- 
stretched bills, away for the marshes of Bulgaria and the 
Principalities. 

We had a discussion with one of the officers about our fare, 
however, and I note it, because the same thing has occurred 
to me before on these Lloyd's boats, and cries loudly for 
notice. We had been unable from want of time to take our 
passage at Constantinople, and consequently had to pay on 
board ; the officer, an ill-conditioned fellow, if ever there 
was one, determined to turn this circumstance to accouut, 
and mulcted us of precisely two shillings in every Turkish 
pound above the exchange at Varna or Constantinople ! 

This wants sadly lookiug into, and therefore it is well to 
be explicit, and repeat, that the boat to which I refer, was 
the Stannbouly which left Constantinople on the 8th Decem- 
ber, 1854 ; and the officer, whose misconduct was very gross, 
was not one of the stewards, who are apt enough to do such 
things, but one of the superior officers appointed by the 
company, and wearing their uniform. 

It has been objected to these kind of details, that they 
show something like a settled intention to complain. Well, 
be it so. A traveller who only complains of things really 
wrong, cannot complain too much. The fact is, far too few 
j)eople will take the trouble to complain, and therefore 
folks should be the more obliged to those who will ; and the 
more amateur inspectors of roads and other things we have 
perambulating the world, the better. 



THE BATTLE FIELDS. 67 

lias used up a great number of these worthies, and given 
them some chance of doing reputably in life ; a chance which 
otherwise, and in our unsatisfactory state of society, they 
could hardly have had. 

Most of them, indeed, look like men who do not tuh of a 
morning, and there is an odd sort of greasiness about them, 
in spite of their surprising caps and jackets j but one feels 
pretty sure that they would do uncommonly good service in 
the field. 

I soon learnt, too, something of friendship, if not admira- 
tion, for those brave, dashing, hair-brained free lances, who 
had filled distant lands with marvellous tales of their reckless 
gallantry, and who were prepared to endure cold, famine, 
and privation of many kinds, with the fiig-end of a comic 
song always on their lips, or a mere bit of rhodomontade, 
which hurts nobody. 

It was refreshing to see many a rollicking Irishman, or 
canny lad from beyond the Tweed, who had probably ob- 
tained an introduction into public life by means of the cutty 
stool, and who had long been the reproach and scandal of his 
elders. It was refreshing, I say, to see them shining away 
here as pashas, and knights, and generals. They were quite 
in their element. They could do the buUjdng — ^which, I am 
afraid, is necessary in Turkey — quite naturally ; and their 
very faults (mostly allied with kindness of heart and natures 
really genial, and gentle as those of children,) looked like 
positive virtues, when contrasted with the black, unredeemed 
corruption around them. 

There they were — eating and carousing together, like 
gipsies or moss-troopers ; drinking brandy and water to 
keep off cholera, out of their embroidered caps, and cutting 
up tough fowls with their doughty swords. There they 
were — lending money to each other, out of purses slender 
enough probably, squabbling with consuls about unpaid 
tailors' bills for the wonderful uniforms ; laughing together, 
quarrelling together, making it up with tears and ejacula- 
tions, that " Jack was the best fellow who ever put on a 
boot, but, hang him, he is always coining the general over 
one so ! " 

There they were — ^believing in each other, and believing 
f2 
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in tliemselves ; taUdng aboat their uncles or ooosiiis, who 
lived in parks, which were always the finest in that part of 
the United Kingdom in which they were situated — ^those 
** doosid " highly-connected fellows ! 

There they were — ^talking tenderly of their sisters, who 
were all '' trumps ** of girls, and who had often helped, per- 
haps^ out of a governess's salary, to pay for the wonderful 
unifbrms, when they were paid for, which was not often. 
There they were — ^talking of their wives, who had mostly 
behaved badly, and puncturing their breasts or arms with 
the tattooed letters of names of splendid women they had left 
behind at Capuan Bucarest ; nor were there wanting some 
who marked themselves with bolder devices^ like '' !]^rin-go- 
bragh!" or "Forward." 

Many a fine fellow, as he lies stiff and stark beneath the 
inclement skies of the Crimea, shall be found, by some 
dauntless friend, among the thickest of the &llen, wherever 
glory was to be won, or the wildest valour dared to spur, 
and he shall be known by those brave words upon his breast, 
and buried with his comrades' tears, which m}l not be the 
last shed over him. 

Yes ! there will be mourners enough for them among 
bright-eyed women and true men ; amoug fathers, of whom 
they were still the pride ; and among mothers, who will not 
be comforted, when they hear that their bold sons have 
fallen — ^the sons, with the open brows and hazel eyes, with 
the hot tempers and the hearts of gold ! Sons, who, in spite 
of their natural recklessness and improvidence, made little 
hoards — stolen often from the necessaries of life — ^to send 
some token of their unaltered and enduring love to far away 
homes, and relatives who had looked coldly enough on them ; 
who had written letters, telling of their brightening for- 
tunes — ^letters, which had made the old folks stare and hold 
up their heads again — ^which had given rise to paragraphs in 
country papers ; who had, as we have said, written letters 
full of high hopes and honest simple-hearted projects for the 
foture — and who never wrote again. 

Then there were sparkling little French officers, making 
jokes about their chances of promotion, trying to laugh 
themselves out of their kindly natures (as Frenchmen often 
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will), and failing notably. There were pleasant prosy French 
soldiers, too (no one on earth is so prosy as a French private), 
telling extraordinary stories, perfectly unintelligible, of course, 
to British Grenadiers or stalwart Highlanders, who listened 
to them, nevertheless, with polite and tipsy gravity. But 
wherever you saw an Irish soldier, there was sure to be a 
woman near, and Pat was bemainin' hisself like a gintleman 
in a fiirrin counthrey to her ! 

There were doctors, hurrying about to and from the 
crowded hospital, and orderlies galloping hither and thither 
over the blackened ruins of the Greek fire — ^for Greek it 
really does seem to have been. There were army chaplains, 
with curious receipts for making curry, who stopped obliging 
linguists in the streets, and wanted to know the Greek for 
Cayenne pepper. There were French and Italian huckst-ers, 
driving roaring trades, and impromptu hotels, doing many 
travellers ; for the military messes have all been broken up, 
and even the ex-officers of the King of Candy (usually such 
sticklers for military etiquette, and capital authorities on 
culinary matters, as, indeed, on all others) are obliged to 
dine by twos and threes. The truth is, there is nothing to 
eat in the East ! 

We adjourned with one of these little parties to the 
house of the Consular interpreter, who had set up an 
impromptu hotel. 

He was a grandiloquent man, as all Greeks in office are. 
He immediately took us, mentally and bodily, into a sort of 
custody. He implored us, as we trusted in his honour and 
abilities, to free ourselves from the smallest thought or trou- 
ble about anything, from marbles to manslaughter, if either 
should be disquieting our minds. If we had requested him 
to favour us with a million sterling, or the Kohinoor dia- 
mond, or a venison pasty, it would have been all the same, 
and all an equally easy matter to him. We found him, of 
course, a fearful scamp, and his house seemed merely a 
windy, wooden trap for bugs and bad smells; the latter 
coming quite unexpectedly and in stifling gusts, while the 
former absolutely turned us out of bed. They descended in 
such countless hosts directly the light was put out, that we 
could not keep the field against them. The food we got 
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bere was^ of coarne, Vad. The Greeks have no idea of eating 
and drinking, except on festival days, and the bill was so 
preposterona, that it called forth rather an energetic 
remonstrance from our parse-bearer. *-Sare," whined the 
Greek, in defence of his charges, and with all the mis- 
placed pride of his race, *^ &a^, I am not a commcm 
man !** 

"No, faith!" replied the purse-bearer, wincing; **you 
seem to me a most uncommon rogue.** 

We were glad to get away — ^touzled, bug-bitten, hungry, 
sleepless, dirty, and comfortless as we were, and to plash 
through the mud and mire back to the sea-shore, where our 
boat was waiting us. 



CHAPTER Xni. 

Hie trstmport. The climate. Peculiar characteristics of storms !n tlie 
Euxine. Fogs. Cold. The cholera unveiled and declared an 
impostor. Local costume necessary to health. Away with melan- 
choly. The doomed officer. His devoted courage. The Isle of 
Serpents. Weariness of the voyage. Transports at sea. Cabin 
talk by night. A snow-storm. 

The anchor is weighed, and we are standing out to sea. 
The j)ro8pect around is not very cheering ; the sky is of a 
dull, heavy, lead-colour, as if charged with snow and tem- 
])ests. To the extreme northward a dense mass of cumbrous, 
fantastically-shaped clouds seem to menace the waters with 
their wrath ; and the main has that look I have so often 
observed on the eve of a storm. 

The short waves, which are a peculiar characteiistio of 
the Kuxine, chop fitfully against each other, and their angry 
spray shoots upward with a hissing sound. A thick mist 
rises along the coast, and soon hides it from our view. Then 
it spreads along the sea, and seems to settle in a thin, 
penetrating rain, which comes in sudden, fretful gusts, and 
then subsides to return again presently as unexpectedly. 
It is bitterly cold — that clammy, deadly cold of these 
olimatos, against which no clothes seem able to protect 



THE BATTLE FIELDS. 71 

you. It is a cold which is not felt in the chest, or 
hands, or feet, as our cold in Europe is; but, somehow 
or other, it is sure to strike first at the stomach. 
You were well just now, and trying, with all the philo- 
sophy at your command, to be jolly under difficulties. 
Suddenly, you are seized with agonising pains, just below 
the chest. In vain you try to make light of it. You 
are obliged to lean for support against the first thing or 
person at hand. Your extremities hare become chilled and 
useless. You sit down and double yourself up, hoping 
something from warmth and quiet; at last you lie down 
and writhe in the intensity of your agony. If you are 
driven to take brandy (hot brandy and water is best), you 
feel a peculiar sickness for some minutes, and then the pain 
slowly subsides ; but it leaves you stupid and depressed for 
hours afterwards, and trembling and nervous. The only 
way to give yourself a chance of escape is by winding some 
twenty yards of silken or woollen sash tightly round your 
loins and abdomen. It is the custom of the country, the 
dress of the peasant and the prince ; you will soon under- 
stand that it has not been adopted without a reason. This 
was the commencement of that sickness which carried off 
such numbers of our troops. The doctors called it cholera, 
but it was only cold. 

Nothing can be much more dreary and dispiriting than 
our voyage. There is a good deal of brandy drinking, and a 
brisk consumption of cigarettes and pipes ; but it does not 
mend our spirits much. We know all about the wreck 
of the Prince, and the gallant merchant fleet which carried 
the winter clothing for the army. Sad accounts have 
reached us of the fate of dear friends and relatives, exposed 
to melancholy privations. One or two among us may be 
anxious for their own fate, when at last they join the army 
which has hitherto so vainly beleaguered Seba8to|)ol. See 
yonder pallid lieutenant ; he was sent invalided to the 
hospital at Scutari. He recovered ; care and good living 
soon brought him round. Then he begged the doctors so 
hard to let him rejoin his regiment that they consented. 
But already he feels the numbing hand of the malady which 
laid him low before, and he will return soon, or die. There 
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is a fixed and steady light in his eye, such as I can fancy 
may have been witnessed, though unread, by those who 
stood round Arthur Conolly when he died at far Bokhara. 
It is the light which has been seen often in the eyes of true 
brave men, who were prepared to fulfil their duty simply 
and unflinchingly, whether death stood in the way or not. 
Indeed, he seems to have laid this truth to heart, that he 
who does not know how to die, if needs be, should hardly be 
a soldier. He tells me this as we talk together over the 
ship's side; and, when he turns his clear, steadfast look 
towards me, I know that he is merely expressing that which 
is part of his creed. 

We leave the Isle of Serpents and the mouths of the 
Danube on the larboard. Now and then we descry a war 
steamer paddling up through the haze, with despatches, and 
there is an exchange of signals between us ; but the ships 
look shadowy and unsubstantial as phantoms, so that a 
moment after they have been signalled the straining eye 
searches idly for them. Still we are glad to make out a 
friendly sail, or see the smoke of a funnel now and then. It 
relieves the weariness of the voyage, and makes the slippery 
deck and cumbered hold more cheerful. 

We do not make much way, for we are heavily laden. We 
are carrying all sorts of fresh provisions and stores ; yet we 
know that our burthen will disappear like a drop of water 
in the sand, among so many ; and this is another reason 
why we are glad to see the vessels steering towards the 
same point that we are. At last, however, as we di-aw near 
land, the heavy snow-storm which had been brooding so 
long in the air descended with an effect that was quite 
blinding, and we saw nothing whatever. Then we went 
below, and tried to amuse ourselves as well as we could. It 
was too dark to read with comfort, except at night, when 
the candles were lit, and then we were most of us drowsy. 
So we played at cards, and told each other stories quite 
familiarly, though we might not have been acquainted 
before. It was curious to mark how tolerant we were of 
each other's little weaknesses ; and how closely we seemed 
to be drawn together by the mere tie of national brother- 
hood. I never witnessed anything like it before. 
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In about forty hours from the time we left Yama, we 
anchored at Balaklava. We could hear, now and then, the 
stray boom of cannon to windward ; and we could see the 
flag of England flying from the heights. We had scarcely 
cast anchor before we were boarded by a tumultuous and 
motley crowd of officers off duty, looking pale and haggard 
enough. Doctors, with anxious faces and hurried looks, brawny 
boatmen, and lean, slovenly servants, on foraging expedi- 
tions. You could hardly recognise them as the trim, smart 
grooms who had left Constantinople so short a time ago. 
I must own also to some surprise at being accosted by 
Towler, who, perceiving, I suppose, by my speculative 
and abstracted looks, that I was not a military man, 
obligingly offered to procure us quarters for a consideration. 
Come, thought we, after all, things cannot be quite so bad 
as we have heard say, if a young chap, of no account like 
this^ is able to get us food and shelter. 



CHAPTER XIY. 

Balaklava. Books. Useless when wanted. Our stumbling-block in 
the Crimea. A classical education. New advantages of our spirited 
diplomacy. The wind is unpolite. A small but voracious worm. 
The astonishment of British captains on being first introduced to it. 
Balaklava. Buins. Dreariness. Opinions of a true British sailor 
about the Turks. Their striking development. A novel species of 
hornpipe. A small man smothered in clothes. His remonstrances. 
Parliamentary explanations of the British tar. Crimean comforts. 

TTe are a book-writing people. If we want to know any- 
thing upon almost any conceivable subject, the mass of 
printed information which presents itself to our inquiries is 
enough to take one's breath away, and wear out three pairs 
of spectacles. What is the use of writing about that which 
has been already treated so voluminously? What can 
possibly be said, either new or interesting, which has not 
been said a hundred times over already ] But wait awhile. 
Just go into the lofty pile of paper before you. The binding 
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will often not be the only part which reminds you of a- 



but what need for a bad joke ? What I mean to say is, 
strike into our books on the most popular subject, and 
collect the particular facts you wish to know in an emer- 
gency from them if you can. Therefore, our stumbling- 
block in the Crimea has been our entire want of all useful 
information. We were obliged to do everything in the dark, 
to feel our way forward at every step. Thus we knew that 
the casual visit of a Frenchman, about sixty years ago, had 
first given political importance to the Crimea. We knew 
that the name of this Frenchman had been of course for- 
gotten. We should like to hear the name of the Frenchman 
who suggested the building of old Westminster Bridge, or 
any other work, on which our national pride reposes. I 
warrant it would be as hard to come at as that of the 
founder of Sebastopol. 

Then we knew there was a bay which Strabo called the 
Ctenus, and a Tartar village by the naxae of Aktia/r (ancient). 
We knew that the appellation of Sebastopol was altogether 
an invention of the respectable but lively Catherine. Indeed, 
there was no end to the things we knew, which were not of 
the smallest importance to anybody of ancient Cherson. 
We knew all that Dubois de Montplreux and Kohl had to 
say upon the subject, and that I am sure was confusing 
enough to read, especially when slightly sea-sick. With 
regard to Balaklava particularly, we knew all about the 
colony of Symbolum (the Cembalo of the Cenoese), also 
about Ulysses and the Lsestrigonians. We were well up in 
various matters relating to Diana, her fondness for roast 
strangers, the elegance of her temple, and the mysterious 
functions of her friend Theos ; while we need, of course, 
scarcely allude to Orestes and Py lades, who have been, so to 
say, old familiar friends of ours these five-and-twenty years. 
We could have recognised their lodging even by the descrip- 
tion of a Zouave, who offered himself as a sort of amateur 
laquaia de place. The imperious Iphigenia was also a lady 
with whom we were well acquainted by repute, and we were 
fully instructed about subterranean Inkermann and the 
Arians. Our education, indeed, like that of most of our 
clear-headed practical countrymen, had been altogether in 
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this direction, so of course we could not be expected to know 
anything about the wild wind gusts which come on so 
unexpectedly here, and one of which absolutely blew our 
ship's boat bottom upwards, and drifted it away like a straw 
before we were aware of it ; so completely were we taken by 
surprise, in consequence of an event which an officer's Greek 
servant told me subsequently was quite an every-day occur- 
rence at this season of the year, and a very well-known 
peculiarity of the climate. The captains of the little Greek 
boats which ply about these seas in peace time are always 
very well prepared on these occasions. Some of these men 
would have been invaluable as pilots, but it seems the naval 
authorities are now afraid to employ them ; another fine 
illustration of the far-sighted and able policy of Sir Hector 
Stubble and Co. towards the Greeks at the outbreak of the 
war. A little prudent concession would have placed them 
completely on our side; now, however, I have no doubt 
that the naval authorities have good reason for their suspi- 
cions, and that many a Greek pilot would risk his life to 
punish us. Indeed, the melancholy story of the TS^er is 
proof enough of it. If ever an officer entrusted with 
unbounded power had a terrible account to render before 
God or man, it is surely our great diplomatist at Constanti- 
nople. I criminate few besides, for they were altogether 
over-ruled and misled by him. They were coerced by his 
ignorant arrogance, and intimidated by his violence, rash- 
ness, and power. 

These thoughts positively haunt me as our boat (recaught 
and brought back after a good deal of delay,) is being hustled 
forward by a pair of short fat oars towards the shore, and mode- 
rately bumped and jockeyed by the more lively craft going 
in that direction. We land at last, amid slosh and snow, and 
slippery loose stones. The sky over our heads is quite inky 
black, and the clouds on the verge of the horizon look white. 
The ships in the pretty harbour (for pretty it is, in spite 
even of the scowl of winter,) are indistinct and shadowy from 
the thick fall of snow which lies upon every spar, amid 
the folds of their drooping pennants, on their paddle-boxes, 
and their light yards up aloft ; on the rim of the captain's 
hat, as he paces the deck iJioughtfully, and wondering 
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perhaps if the little worm which eats holes in the bottoms 
of vessels when at anchor in these seas, is already silently 
feasting upon his ; or perhaps he is too well educated to 
know anything about so unclassical a subject as this vora- 
cious little worm — ^a terrible reality nevertheless. 

The doctors have spurred hurriedly away, so have the 
officers and the foraging servants, though their horses look 
gaunt and shaggy enough ; in colour they are quite rusty, as 
if their coats were made of iron wire, which had been for 
8ome time exposed to the rain. 

There is an old, old look about Balaklava, a tumble-down 
air, which especially belongs to things and places that were 
once in possession of those strange trading Italians of the 
middle ages. The town, a miserable place enough, lies at 
the foot of a range of hills on the east, and the sea shut in 
by the mountains, makes the harbour look almost like a 
lake; the ruins of an old Grenoese fortress frown grimly 
down upon it, and seem as shadowy and indistinct as the 
ships in their covering of snow. On the hills towards Baidar 
lie the tents of the Highlanders and Turks together, with a 
contingent of marines and some sailors. 

We are soon made aware of the near neighbourhood of 
Turks and sailors, for it is from that class of mankind that 
come the first human voices we hear, with any distinctness, 
after having at last accomplished the difficult enterprise of 
landing. 

Sailor (with great contempt and at the top of his voice) : 
** Blow them Turks ! I say, you Bono Johnny, drat you. 
Ahoy ! ahoy ! you beggar." 

Turkish soldier (with much courtesy) : " Bono Johnny ! 
oo, 00, 00, Bono Johnny 1 " he waves his pipe blandly as he 
speaks, and assumes an air of puzzled jocularity, as if he was 
aware that there was some pleasantry going forward, without 
being clearly able to divine the nature of it. 

Sailor (now roaring with tremendous energy) : " Ahoy ! I 
say, give us a light, can't you 1 Do you think nobody wants 
to smoke but yourself, you son of a sea-cook 1 " 

Turk (swaying his head from side to side, smilingly) : 
*' Bono Johnny ! Bono Johnny ! oo, oo, oo." 

Sailor (speechless with indignation for a moment, as if this 
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was really too mnch for him) : " Gome, I say, old stick-in-the- 
mud, none of that, you know, or I'm jiggered if I don't spoil 
your old mug for you. D'ye hear, give us a light I Why 
don't you come, you beggar? I speak plain enough, and loud 
enough t^K), don't II" 

The Turk, perceiving at last that there is cmoiher row with 
an in£del, though unable to understand why, drops his arms 
by his side, and looks blushing and wondering at the excited 
seaman. He twiddles his thumbs, he shuffles with his feet, 
he looks the picture of listless incapacity, like most of his 
countrymen when in difficulties. 

The sailor meantime marches up to him, and attempts to 
light his pipe. Now the Turk is a petty officer ; he has 
formerly been the aga of a village, and he looks upon this 
proceeding as a direct insult, an action at variance with all 
his previous ideas of courtesy and good breeding. It is, 
indeed, an action similar to that which eating out of the 
plate of a stranger, or drinking out of his glass unasked, 
would be in England. 

The Turk withdraws his pipe, therefore, and his looks 
display how deeply he thinks his dignity is wounded. 

And so the sailor takes him by the ear — by the left ear, 
for I paid particular attention to the circumstance. He 
then stands upon one leg, and begins to execute a species of 
hornpipe, tugging that ear to time. And the British tar 
lolls his ample tongue out of his British mouth, after the 
manner of his class, when much offended. It is a singular, 
though not to me a very agreeable sight, to see the Turk 
tucking in his twopenny, and following the stout tar in 
these agile movements. Were he to do otherwise, he must 
make up his mind, I fear, to part with his left ear altogether, 
for the sailor holds it with a grasp like a vice, and gives 
satisfactory evidence how far human flesh can stretch, and 
how far human patience. 

" Hulloh, Jack, what are you about with that poor fellow 1" 
says a small man, smothered in clothes, who now approaches 
the pair. " Here, I'll give you a light and some baccy too, if 
you leave go that chap." 

" Lord love you, guv'ner ! These beggars ain't fit for nothing 
else but monkey's allowance^ they ain't. Why, I'm blessed, 
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guv'ner, if I was'nt a hoUooin' to un for an hour like, to 
give us a light, and he would'nt, not he. So I thought, 
you know, guv'ner, I'd just teach him a little manners. No 
harm in that, is there, sir?" 

" But the poor fellow couldn't understand you, could he 1" 

** 'Stand, sir ] Why, heart alive, I roared at un till I was 
pretty nigh deaf. There's no doing nothin' with them 
luhbers wi'out pitchin' in to um. Howsomedever, they'll 
lam by an bye, now this here is British ground ; won't they, 
sir]" 

« Ay, ay. Jack." 

And the truth is, the sailor was as racy a tar as ever 
chawed a quid ; and the Turk was perhaps as good a Mussul* 
man as any going. But the fact is, the best folks don't 
always agree, especially when they try to force their ideas 
on each other. 

"What, no mustard with your beefi sir?" cried Mathews' 
stranger at the coffee-house, ** confound you, sir 1 you shall 
have mustard !" 

How often have I seen that stranger applying his prin- 
ciples to other things than steaks and spices ! 

On the whole, Balaklava appeared to be the thing, and it 
was generally expected of us to express the utmost satisfac- 
tion at being there. Every one we met spoke of it in the 
holiday language used by country cousins, who came up to 
London from the wilds of Lincolnshire before the invention 
of railroads. In fact, there seemed an impression that all 
things might be had here, even to the luxury of something 
eatable. My companion therefore looked at me with con- 
siderable surprise when I told him, ruefully, that I had some 
preserved things carefully packed in tin cases somewhere 
among my luggage (a dreary pile) ; I did not clearly know 
where, for my faculties were frozen, and I had quite enough 
to do to keep warm by cuddling myself. The exertion 
of thinking, or doing anything, would have finished me 
quite. 

" Preserved things in tin cases 1" said my friend, brightening 
up when he clearly understood me. " Oh 1 we can send those 
on to the camp. Here we have got all sorts of things — salt 
pork and beef, you know, and beef and pork, and — and — well, 
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not much more, to say tlie trutli ; but we are fiurly in dover, 
compared with the rest of the fellows." 

It was a quaint picture to hear my companion, a regular 
London swell, whom I remembered very well with nerves 
and a damaged digestion, thus lauding the accommodations 
of Balaklava. It is but a village, a mere collection of huts^ 
In ordinary times it must be inexpressibly dreary ; but 
now the General Post Office, ten minutes before closing 
time, is hardly fuller of bustling, and hustling, and scuffling. 
Busty impatient individuals, on short leave from other 
places, flounder about hurriedly, yet with an odd air of 
business and authority in all they do, which bespeaks the 
stranger on a hostile soil. They are armed also, needlessly, 
just here ; but who among them knows when he may be 
summoned to the front, and And himself hand to hand with 
the enemy ] It is well, therefore, to ride prepared even 
when foraging within your own lines. They are strangely 
altered, some of those bucks and bloods I see stride slouch- 
ingly up the broken street, now in the mud-hole, now out of 
it, now sending the splashes from a half-melted snow puddle, 
flying right and left on each side of them. They hardly 
look like the same men who used to step mincingly out of 
their cabs, and strut so daintily into their clubs in St. James's 
Street. Barring a few soiled and torn remnants of what 
was once a uniform, and still looks something like one when 
you get quite close, they might be so many Californian 
diggers. They are begrimed enough to keep up the idea 
fully, and they look gaunt, and grim, and famished, and 
luckless enough. They have the boldest contrivances to 
keep themselves dry and warm. Wherever an article of 
fur or wool can be worn by any one who is fortunate enough 
to possess it, there it is. Eound their waists are twisted 
immense gay coloured scarfs, bought at fabulous prices ; on 
their feet are coverings which might be the seven-leagued 
boots of the giant Blunderbore. 

The occupation of almost everybody seems to be connected 
with eating. Little knots of fellows adjourn for impromptu 
feasts to all sorts of places, and dispense with knives, forks, 
and plates, with the utmost readiness. They have at length 
acquired that branch of Turkish politenes£f, which consists 
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in eating with their fingers ; others, more fortunate, have got 
invitations to cosy little things on board some of the ships 
in the bay. Lucky dogs ! The sea-cooks will seem better 
than so many Soyers to them. 

Meantime, I wander about leisurely enough, nobody 
minding me ; by and by, at dinner time, there will be some 
conversation, but not now. So I get among the hovels near 
the shore, and enter one, knocking my head distinctly as I 
do so. It looks not unlike an all-sorts shop at Wapping. 
An immense quantity of salt pork (that prime delicacy 
recommended for its being easier cooked, and keeping better 
than beef) is rolling about in oosy frozen barrels ; and trim 
kegs of rum, piled up one over the other, look cheerily at us 
from comers. Something is carefully packed in sacking 
and steadily lying in soak, as it were, between the wet 
ground and the snow. This, I am told, is part of the fresh 
supply of warm things sent from Constantinople or Bucharest, 
since the loss of the Prince, There are stacks of guns, too, 
and piles of ammunition, also some cannon. Everything 
seems in a wretched disorderly plight. Out of doors there 
is a crowd fully equal to that of Whitechapel on a Saturday 
night, barring the ladies. There is quite as much shouting 
and hallooing, however; for provisions are being landed 
from the transports, and then hurried away to the camp. 
It is not very far off; but the road there, is " too bad, sir, 
entoirely 1" as an Irishman has just told me. Neither 
horse nor man can make sure of reaching it when he goes 
hence, and a pound weight difference to their burthen may 
render the journey impossible to either. 

Wandering still about, I find that Balaklava boasts a low 
wall, singularly useless and ill built ; going down a break- 
toe street, also, is a well quite impregnable, I should say, 
from the difficult and ancle-wrenching nature of its natural 
fortifications. Farther on are some melancholy hypochon- 
driacal trees, four of them, I think, as straight and dull as 
so many gigantic vegetable policemen. Balaklava possesses, 
also, a good-for-nothing old Grenoese fortress, a church of no 
account, and a brisk colony of a small Crimean insect, which 
seems to have a wonderful partiality for fresh strangers, 
considered in an alimentary point of view. This energetic 
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little race provide me with considerable occupation ; it is 
with much satisfaction, also, that I notice several other 
persons furnished with similar employment, and performing 
their allotted task with much diligence and apparent plea- 
surable feeling. 

Yes ! Balaklava is a wretched little place enough, yet, I 
dare say, there are some who would rather not ride away 
from it, through the fast-falling snow to-night ; and I feel 
that many a bold fellow must turn longing glances at the 
lights which glow out of the snug cabin windows, and the 
blazes seen through the open door-way as his friends bid 
him good bye, and his lank horse plods wearily campwards. 



CHAPTER XY. 

Balaklava. Its general appearance. Dreariness. More true British 
sailors. Melancholy breaking up of a night into small pieces. 
Advantageous opportunity of acquiring nautical phrases and songs. 
" (Maunt," Melancholy interest. An aggravating pipe. Acrid 
smoke. Impotent anger. Sleep. Street rows. Officers in the 
service of the King of Candy. Poles, Hungarians, Zouaves, Turks, 
Sailors. Broiled ham breakfitst. 

I MIGHT as well have been in a back street at Portsmonth, 
in a house where some men-of-war's men who have just been 
paid off were carousing, as in a hut at Balaklava. I had 
wrapped myself round in an Albanian cloak and a large 
bearskin ; and I had swathed up my head till my nose only 
appeared sticking out like the handle of a coffee-pot. I had 
made a tacit contract with myself to forget the snow and 
dreariness outside, and to go permanently to sleep, that I 
might get up bright and early in the morning. 

Some strong shaggy nautical gentlemen, however, who 
have been working all day at getting up the ship's guns, roll 
in as I am dropping off, and pleasantly announce their inten- 
tion to make a night of it. They do make a night of it, 
but they absolutely break up mine into small pieces. One 
who is a fine racy sailor, and evidently the king of his com- 

G 
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pany^ shortly begins a series of the most spirited songs. 
He has a wondeiful collection of them and sings them all 
through the nose, and with surprising vehemence. He curses 
his companions with much abruptness if they fail in the 
requisite attention to enable them to join in the chorus at 
the nick of time, and he rouses them by crying out CJiaunt ! 
with a force and suddenness of nasal intonation which is 
absolutely like a cannon-shot. I heard so much about 
" Dumble dam dairy," and " Ri tooral loo looral," that night, 
that I wished the singers of those time-honoured choruses at 
Jericho. At last I foimd myself taking a solemn and stony 
interest in them ; my eyes stared with a fixed and sleepy 
stare at the reveUers, and I moved my head in its bandages 
with an involuntary motion to keep time. The sailors per- 
ceiving at last that I was awake, courteously offered me 
some cavendish and a pipe. I am unconscious if I made 
them any reply, or if I did so what it was, but I have a 
dreary idea that one of them chopped up some of this 
abominable drug into a pipe and stuffed it good-naturedly 
into my hand. The action was well meant, but I remember 
the pungent smoke got up my nose and into my eyes, till I 
entertained a feeling of impotent anger against that sailor, 
which was ungrateful enough. The fact is, I was so swad- 
dled in clothes that I could not move without getting up 
altogether, and there the abominable pipe continued sending 
up a thin stream of hot, bitter, acrid smoke, till I thought 
it would never go out, for my would-be benefactor had 
placed an ardent coal on the top of his present, after the 
manner of the Turks. 

At last, however, the pipe does go out, the jovial sailors 
wax indistinct, their songs sound faint and far away, my 
eyes close with a sudden snap and a sharp pain. I feel as if 
I had forgotten something, then I sleep. 

It is quite broad daylight when I wake up, and I am 
glad of it ; for I got but a hasty and indistinct view of 
things yesterday, and I shall be glad to clamber up the cliffs 
around me. 

There is a wonderful huUabulloo and confusion in the 
street ; and, I think even a still greater number of soldiers 
and out-of-the-way uniforms than I saw before. There 
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strut the officers of £he King of Candy in great force. They 
have nothing particular to do, and they do it most conscien- 
tiously. They swagger amain ! Mercy on me, how they do 
swagger ! There are Poles, and Hungarians, and Zouaves, 
and Tartars, and Turks, and sailors, and wonder-hunters. Talk 
about rousing nationalities, why, what would you have more 
than this 1 Balaklava is a Babel as it is. The little Zouaves 
are scudding and flitting about like imps at a pantomime, 
and they push those bumpkins of Tartars, with their flat 
faces, and fur caps, and little eyes ; they push and shove 
them about just like so many wooden pegs, whenever they 
are at all in the way, which is of course pretty often. I 
never saw dolts who knew when to get out of the way, or 
smart fellows who had less patience with them, than my 
practical friends the Zouaves. 

While our fellows are lounging about, complaining that 
there is no fresh meat, no vegetables, no bread, no nothing ; 
these remarkable small men are whisking hither and thither 
with the agility of grasshoppers, and I will wager they will 
most of them dine as well to-night as many of the British 
generals. 

The Turkish soldiers are, of course, smoking the pipe of 
eternal indolence, content to gaze on the picture of dirt, 
want, and unthriffc around them, with their eternal apathy. 
After floundering; about for half an hour, more than ancle 
deep in snow mud,, and clambering up to an eminence 
whence I could get a tolerably good view of the cliff- encir- 
cled bay, with its fleet of steamers and transports, with here 
and there some splendid man-of-war, I returned to the 
town ; I could not find the hut again in which T slept, but 
I was free to enter any other which took my fancy ; so I 
went poking about with much perseverance till I found an 
acquaintance, and then we broiled a slice or two of a ham, 
which I had brought with me, after the primitive fashion in 
general use before the invention of gridirons. After break- 
fast we set out for the camp, leaving the filth, want, waste, 
and unthrift of Balaklava for a time behind us. 
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lies written about the wants and contrivances of the gold- 
hunters. Sir Stephen Lakeman and Kaffirland had furnished 
lis with some valuable lessons ; and Sir Kichard England at 
least knows something of the causes which had brought 
about our deep disgrace in Affghanistan. Yet we have wil- 
fully neglected everything in a manner which it is most 
lamentable to witness, the more so because Englishmen are 
not given to complaining of mere personal suffering; and 
among all of those whom I see around me^ there is a gallant 
(I might have written touching) determination to put a 
bluff gay face upon things. 

Therefore, we sit (there were four of us) curled up in 
various attitudes, and joking about the state of things in 
general, over short clay pipes almost as black and dirty as 
ourselves. We sit waiting for dinner, and our host every 
.now and then shouts out lustily to a servant who is pre- 
paring it somewhere outside within hearing. As the ser- 
vant does not appear, however, to make much progress, 
and our appetites goad us at last into extreme measures, we 
go out to help him, or worry him into greater speed. 

Our cook is a tattered, lanteni-jawed, hollow-eyed fellow, 
who would not be recognised as a soldier by any servant- 
maid in Knightsbridge. We find him in a state of that 
despondency which is, I think, peculiar to the cooking English- 
man. He is kneeling down on the damp ground, and blow- 
ing testily at some wettish, smoky shrub roots, crammed in 
a manner, inartistic enough, into an impromptu fire-place. 
He looks a fine illustration of shame and anger — ^he dislikes 
his job, and he does not know how to perform it. Let us 
help him. I know somebody who is not a bad cook at a 
pinch, and if we can only get some charcoal, of which there 
is no scarcity, I dare say, we shall do very well. We are 
not badly off for prog. There is some ration pork, a lean 
fowl, some eggs, potatoes, and honey. We have also got an 
old iron kettle, and a coffee-pot, with the lids thereto belong- 
ing. They are worth their weight in gold, and I hope we 
know how to appreciate them. 

Modesty prevents us telling, at length, how, by frying the 
pork in the lid of the kettle, we obtained enough grease to 
poach the eggs and fry the fowl — ^how a mess of bread and 
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honey and wliipped eggs was manufactured, which caused 
quite a chorus of lip-smacking, and which was pensively 
remembered long after its abrupt disappearance. Then we ' 
roasted some potatoes among the embers and ate them (with 
the remains of the grease extracted from the pork), as a bonne 
houche, or delicate mouthful, to crown our repast ; and, 
lastly, it was with all the pride of art that we were enabled 
to stew some tea in the coffee-pot, and convert it into punch 
of no common bouquet and flavour. With this seasonable 
beverage, added to devilled biscuits and pipes, our spirits 
rose rapidly, and we soon became joyous — ^perhaps noisy. 

We must have looked a strange company : all, except 
myself, were excessively ragged and oddly arrayed. They wore 
their full-dress uniforms, dingy, and covered over with dirt 
till their colour was completely undistinguishable. They 
looked something between the military mendicants who 
prowl about elderly lady-like neighbourhoods, and fancy por- 
traits of noted brigands. Their beards appeared to begin at 
their eyelashes, and go on till they were lost in the folds of 
the voluminous scarfs which they wore round their waists. 
Between the dark neutral tint of their clothes and that of 
their hands there was but small difference, and when they 
removed their caps for a moment, the bit of clean skin un- 
derneath presented a contrast quite startling and ludicrous. 
There was one thing also which struck me particularly, and 
that was the prudent and laudable anxiety which our host 
displayed with respect to the fi*agments of our feast ; nay, 
once, I remember, as a soldier passed chuckling and lugging 
along a powerful and struggling goose by the neck, the 
captain cried out with an eagerness of speech inexpressibly 
droll, " Hang it, Martin ! There goes a fellow with a goose : 
be quick and cut after him, perhaps he will let us go halves, 
or tell you where he got it, or if there is another. Come, 
look sharp, or you'll lose him." I should be sorry to 
bring anything like an unhandsome charge against the 
captain's guests, but it certainly was my impression that 
Ensign Dash had placed something in his coat pocket, and 
that that something was the drumstick of a fowl, and a hunk 
of precious bla-ck bread, done up in a pocket-handkerchief. 

I remember, as the night deepened, and we still sat 
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talking, that there was a certain deep-seated piety and resig- 
nation about my companions which I do not ever remember 
to have observed in young men before. There was a tender- 
ness, a brotherhood in their manner when they spoke of 
fidlen comrades ; it seemed as if their own chances of life 
being so uncertain, gave them a kindred with the dead. 
Little words passed perhaps unconsciously enough among 
them which may be some day told solemnly on summer 
evenings and by winter hearths, as the last yearnings and 
expressed desires of gallant hearts which shall then be cold. 
Sometimes what they said had a simple and impressive 
earnestness, as if the speaker spoke with intention that his 
words should be hereafter recorded faithfully, as if he felt 
himself among those who are doomed to pass away in battle 
and stormy times. There was no fear or gloom in our little 
party that night, but only a serious sense of a grave posi- 
tion, such as a good man should not look on lightly. It was 
only a something which drew the bands of kindly friendship 
closer. There was a fulness of mutual trust in our hearts, 
an implied promise to do all which was silently asked, if 
needs were, and a quick conviction that we understood each 
other without forms of words such as the brave might deem 
it unmanly to speak. 

They talked with cheerful pathos about their distant fami- 
lies and friends, so that I felt even then, while I listened, as 
if I were becoming the depository of many precious secrets, 
and that I should go upon my way laden with things which 
to some would be held of higher value than an argosy. God 
be merciful to the bereaved ! for of those who sat beside me 
on that day but one remains : for two were smote with 
tardy sickness, and the third fell suddenly in fight ! God 
be merciful to the bereaved ! and teswjh them to think, even 
in their agony, with a pride which shall be as balm to them, 
how their kindred have gone to join the radiant band of 
those who have died, uncomplaining, for the pure cause of 
duty. Let us resolve that they shall be surrounded with 
respect and active sympathy, which shall not die away in 
words so long as they abide on earth amongst us. We 
cannot do too much, we have only to shrink with honest 
sensibility from the burning shame of doing too little ! 
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CHAPTER XVIL 

TIm b«igfati. A cmonuf riUage. A mountain tea. A nieeac^ 
BohiUsry, A qua^fmire. A bollock-cart constrncied on commiaBanas 
principlef. Famiifhed men. An I elder! j general officer. His 
importance, NeedlMS battle. His rfaeamatism. A puzzled speo 
tator. Military music. An episode of the war. A picture. 

Taxcy a canvaM village, with a confusion of little peaked 
butft. Fancy a huge swelling sea^ with mountains for wares. 
Fancy the troops of many nations, mustering wearily. 
Here a [parade, with a dingy and muffled officer shouting 
the word of command through a cold, spasmodically, and 
then sneezing a sort of involuntary amen. Fancy muddy 
men getting muddy water from a muddy well, and wading 
through a quagmire to do so. 

Yonder, past a dismal little clump of stunted brushwood, 
goes a bullock-cart, groaning and creaking, up to the axles 
m squash. It is preceded by an unearthly-looking old per- 
son, who appears to be made of mud, and who looks more 
gaunt, and famished, and hopeless, than other people here. 
Sofonj him, again, ride two mounted guards, probably to 
prevent his running away, seeing that he is a native, and his 
waggon carries that on which the lives of many brave men 
depend. After the cart toil other men, a- foot, and lagging 
to pick up anything which drops. And things do drop, 
more frequently than the admirers of our very curious com- 
miHHiiriat arrangements would wish to have chronicled. No 
species of vehicle, however, could be, perhaps, more com- 
plotoly unfitted for its purpose than that in question. It 
seouiH to have been constructed with a special view, very 
usual in these countries ; it is that of applying the largest 
])UHHible amount of labour with the smallest utility. It is a 
wickorwork conveuioncy, crazy and dirty to a degree which 
bankrupts description. It is uncovered, and so exposed to 
wind luid weather. In size it is not bigger, and it certainly 
is not so strong, as a child's cot. It is propped up, however, 
in vaiious ways, with rough-hewn bits of wood, which it re- 
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quires the attention of one man to keep constantly in their 
places. Then the load is piled up with great sloveuliueas 
and contempt of order, according to the tenets of the com* 
missariat. Kevertheless, I perceive a group of four or five 
blue-nosed cavalry soldiers^ who regard it with anxious eye% 
hungrily, as it crawls on. 

Wide, wide away rides a general officer and his staff. I 
do not know why I smile as my eye rests upon them ; but 
perhaps it is, that the general officer is a very foeble and 
elderly general officer, who appears to be rather slinky, so to 
speak. His poor elderly head is stretched forward and bent 
down, as if some other part of his person was suftering from 
acute pain. He carries his legs stiffly, and he a]>pears to 
totter on his horse, though he has got a well-bitted juicer, 
and a clever easy goer. Then there appears to mo an odd 
sort of importance in the group, as if they were riding no- 
where particularly, but wished to do it handsomely, and in 
such wise as to create a sensation. Some tired soldiers, 
lying on their elbows on the ground, watch the elderly 
general officer with vacant looks, as if they hod a dim idea 
that there wols something not quite right in soldiering af- 
fidrs — ^a muddle, indeed, but further knew nothing. 

Stay, here comes a breeze nearer, nearer, and the sound of 
the French bugles and the silver fife, speaking out, is heard 
in a second ; then the breeze falls, and it dies away. Then, 
once more, it peals martially on the ear, and an orderly has 
checked his horse, and turns half-round to listen, with briffht 
eyes and reddening cheek. Then he rides on, and I thmk 
he sits his horse more jauntily than before ; so I wish that 
there were more music about, and something of the pomp 
and gaiety of camps, to cheer men's hearts, through all this 
mud and dreariness. 

In the distance, I see dismounted horsemen, plodding on 
foot humanely, and horses riderless, yet with drooping crest. 

There, stuck in the mire, is part of a broken wheel, and 
near it is an old burst gun-barrel, rusting fast into nothing- 
nesa They are, perhaps, the only remaining evidence of 
how much valour dared for glory, in some forgotten episode 
of a by-gone struggle. Who shall tell me now, how proud 
a heart may have quailed at the bursting of that gun — how 
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brave a man may have bowed or fled, when bis trust in bis 
weapon bad failed bim ! 

Far, far away — deep into tbe country, and standing out 
against tbe blue sea — calm, at last, to-day, is fair Sebasto- 
pol, witb its towers, and forts, and migbty battlements ; be- 
tween may be seen tbe peering masts of a man-of-war, wbicb 
indicate tbe position of tbe inland bay of Balaklava. 



CHAPTER XVITI. 

The Turkish soldier. Modest apology of the author for naked truths. 
Effects of a long course of bastinado. Pride, fear, obstinacy, and 
clumsiness of Turkish soldiers. Muffi Effendi, his coffee-boy. A 
Turkish contract. Eastern worthies. An Athenian. Scruffi Effendi. 
The author, overcome by his feelings, suddenly breaks out into a 
raphsody. 

He is a gross, stolid, smoking, brutal, untaugbt fellow, in 
ill-made no-coloured clotbes. It is barsb language tbis, and 
I am sorry to use it ; but tbere are few classes of men, 
perbaps, more completely degraded than tbat to wbicb be 
belongs. Bastinadoes and wanton bloodsbed bave at last 
wrougbt tbeir cruel work upon bim, and tbe Turkisb soldier 
is scarcely a single grade removed from tbe beasts of the 
field. He bas tbe same unreasoning instincts, and very 
mucb tbe same feelings. 

He bas a stupid animal pride about bim ; a dogged 
obstinacy sometimes, a craven fear at others. He is clumsy, 
awkward, ferocious, greedy, dirty. He is an automaton 
before tbe powerful, a savage before tbe weak. 

His arms are old and rusty, and dangerous cbiefly to 
bimself. Tbey were bougbt, witb a cargo or two more, of a 
French mercbant, wbo bad bougbt tbem originally from tbe 
mad chiefs of some revolutionary party whose conspiracy 
came to notbing, and wbo bad of course been cheated by the 
disreputable manufacturer wbo made tbem. Tbe Turkisb 
Government bougbt tbem by a contract, wbicb was in tbe 
first instance given to Muffi Eflendi's coffee-boy, .and by bim 
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sold to a Jew squatter in the bazaars, who had much to dt> 
with the Franks. A touter to one of the Perote hotels got 
Bcent of the contract while in the Jew's hands, and there was 
some sharp running between him and the head boatman of 
the consul of the king of the Towering taxes. The touter, a 
half-civilised Armenian, would have been beaten hollow by 
the Greek if he had not bethought him of a worthless old 
Frenchman, who prowled about the back stairs of the great 
pashas' houses, and was on confidential terms with the 
porters of several of the embassies, and who thus became a 
sort of smeller out of good things for some of the Galata 
gentry. So the end of it was, that the boatman, the touter, 
the Jew squatter, the worthless old Frenchman, and the 
dragoman of one of the embassies, all agreed to share the 
spoil, and offer the contract to the French merchant above 
mentioned, and this is how the Turkish soldier came by his 
arms, and how many generations of Turkish soldiers have 
come by their arms, and how it thus chanced, that in the day 
of danger they laid that proverb to heart, which assured them 
that an individual who prefers flight to fighting in presence 
of an awkward enemy, may live to indemnify himself under 
more favourable circumstances ; whereas, if he stays to do 
battle (especially with worthless arms), there is no manner 
by which a reflective person could be induced to answer for 
his ultimate security. 

The Turkish soldier's clothes were also the subject of 
another contract given to the step-father of the fi^pt cousin of 
a dragoman's wife, as a bribe to induce that remote indivi- 
dual to use his family influence to persuade the dragoman 
to obtain the interference of Sir Hector Stubble, in the case 
of a connection of the grand vizier's third wife, which fortu- 
nate connection had been indulging himself by a little quiet 
murder and robbery in Epirus. 

The first holder of the contract sold it readily to a 
travelling Copt, who took it to Egypt, and was immediately 
followed by a shrewd little Wallachian, who caught, and out- 
bid the agent of Messrs. Spinner, Woolley, & Co., who not 
perceiving clearly all that might be made of it in judicious 
hands, let it go easily. At this stage it was winded by a 
Greek banker, who swept suddenly down on the little 
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unless bought off; and lio-w the Armenian being unable to 
persuade himself to part with any money, at last silenced 
him -with the ingenious device of the button contract, which 
he hoped to be allowed to tag on as a separate item in hia 
bill? And how the button contract changed hands seven 
times before it was finally executed by a Chiote huckster, in 
correspondence with some unknown Englishman who had 
married his sister, and set up in business to make them ? 

I could tell anecdotes equally refreshing about the Turkish 
soldier's cap, and even about the little bit of brass on the top 
of it (a snug thing of Scruffi Effendi) ; I know of a delightful 
episode in the history of his boots. His sword-belt is so 
infinite a jest to me, that I burst out into guffaws about it in 
lonely rides. And I cry aloud in the gladness of my heart, 
" Hun-ah for his magnificence — his wonder — his glory — ^his 
sublimity — his condescension — his deigningness — his high- 
ness — ^his omnipotence {sa potence, the French call him) — 
his exceeding excellence. Sir Hector Stubble, and the fine 
pure practical system of which he is the incarnate and 
august representative. Look, look ! ye vulgar sceptics, and 
bow down as ye behold but part of its perfection and good- 
ness in the pleasant vision of a Turkish soldier." 



CHAPTER XIX. 

The Bashi Bouzouk. Bude desecration of a magnificent tnrqnoise. 
Also of a love of a shawl. Beprehensible contempt of fashion. 
A captain, but not highly connected. A sash of thick silk. A 
blaze of embroidery. A hussar jacket. Utility of short blanks. 
A bandit. Money. Secrecy. Becipes for elderly beaux. 

He is a dark brown, wild-looking fellow, in golden clothes 
— ^a modern captain of a Free Company. His arms are a 
wonder of expensive uselessness. The settings of his pistols 
are perhaps solid silver or silver-gilt, inlaid with precious 
stones, but their barrels were probably made by some clumsy 
Greek armourer during the war of independence; their 



94 PIOTOTBES FROM 

locks are on the old flint and steel principle, and bad of their 
kind ; yet the treacherous flint is, of course, fixed in a silver 
holder, and the worthless lock has very likely a thumping 
turquoise stuck rudely on to it. 

The fellow is a barbarian, and looks like it. He is tawdry, 
loose, and dirty beyond belief He is fierce, selfish, and 
greedy, to an equal degree. He is clumsy and awkward. 
His gorgeous clothes seem to be thrown on, rather than put 
on, and his apparel presents the same odd contrast as his 
mind. He comes from some far-away country — from the 
mountaius of Caramania or Albania, from Syria, or where 
not, so that he does not comply with the modem fashion of 
the Turks at Constantinople, and cover his head merely with 
a red cap ; but he twines an immense shawl in picturesque 
folds round and round it, till he looks, when sitting down, 
like a gigantic mushroom. It may be that the shawl, thus 
apparently misapplied, is worth almost as much, intrinsi- 
cally, as the useless pistols, but it is incredibly soiled, and 
dirty, and twisted, and tangled. I have used the word ap- 
parently, however, with intention, for though the head-dress 
here described might be as absurd as costly in England, we 
should be slow to attach the idea of ridicule to that which is 
a general custom in any country. IfJ therefore, most of the 
oriental nations keep their shaved heads warm, we may con- 
clude, with tolerable certainty, that the practice is approved, 
and that they do so wisely. It is, at least, positive that a 
thick covering will foil the rays of the sun much more suc- 
cessfully than a thin one, and to do this is an object of para- 
mount importance in a country where the inhabitants pass 
most of their time in the open air, and sun-strokes are fre- 
quent and dangerous. 

The rest of the Bashi Bouzouk's dress is contrived, proba- 
bly, for reasons equally prudent, if one could get to the bot- 
tom of them. An immense sash of thick silk is wound 
many times round his loins, and again above it is girded a 
broad thick red leather belt, with pockets and receptacles 
for arms. This makes a capital support for a man who 
sometimes passes twenty hours on horseback at a time, and 
who never saw a chair with a back to it. His pistols and 
silver-sheathed sword (as splendid and untrustworthy as the 
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pistols) stick out so far both before and behind, that he 
could hardly wear a long coat, or button even a short one. 
His waistcoat, therefore, is one dirty blaze of bad embroidery 
in front, and he has also embroidered sleeves to it ; while 
his jacket is made something on the principle of an hussar's, 
save that it covers both shoulders, that is to say, the large 
open fantastic sleeves hang down behind, like a fanciful pair 
of golden wings. His breeches are also' embroidered, and 
they appear, at first sight, too short, for they fasten far 
above the knee, and leave the hinges of the leg as free as a 
Highlander's, and probably for the same reason. A man 
had better not confine or cramp his knees who is always 
scrambling up and down mountains, and who must be 
always ready for a dashing leap across some yawning chasm. 
From the commencement of the calf of the leg down to the 
ankle, the limb is bandaged as tightly as strength can 
bandage it. It is bandaged till the leg becomes as hard, as 
shapeless, and almost as thin as a broomstick. Over the 
bandages he wears leggings of the same eternal gold tinsel, 
confined by long, gay, flaunting garters of scarlet silk. His 
shoes are curiously old and foul ; he kicks them ofi*, therefore, 
at every opportunity, and curls his legs under him. 

He is a curious study, but he does not improve on ac- 
quaintance. He has none of the virtues or vices of a soldier. 
He avoids fighting whenever it is possible, and will think it 
an extremely proper thing to decamp on the approach of 
danger. His idea of the duties of the military profession is 
firing felon shots with a long rusty gun, fi:om a rock on the 
sea-coast, or a tree by the wayside. His glory is to surprise 
and butcher the defenceless as they wind through some lonely 
mountain gorge ; to torture his prisoners for sport ; to rob 
his Mends adroitly. He is a mere marauder, a bandit, a 
ruffian. His savage heart would make a monster of him, if 
it were not so often palsied by a dastard fear. His love of 
money is a passion ; he clutches it with a rapacity, and 
hoards it with a secrecy quite wonderful. He would not 
give a piastre to save his comrade from being flayed alive ; 
he would rather even sufler torture than part with it for any 
purpose, save that on which his foolish heart is set. Perhaps 
he covets some glittering ring which he has seen in the 
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bazaar, and cannot steal ; perhaps he wants a watch, or a 
more magnificent pair of pistols, or a new pair of silver- 
hilted pincers, to take little bits of ardent charcoal out of 
the fire and light his pipe. 

He plucks out his beard to look young. He waxes his 
moustachios, and arches his eyebrows with his dagger; 
yet this love of fine appearance seems strange in a man 
who always leads a solitary roving life, who will never 
marry, and who lives unloved ; who would as soon rend the 
coins from a virgin's hair, as ease a Eayah merchant of his 
ducats. 

He is abstemious, almost to contempt of dainty food ; a few 
grapes or olives, according to the season, a lump of coarse 
black bread, a few onions, and a little unsweetened cofiee, is 
all he cares for. He has a great fear of disease and death. 
He wears charms and talismans to protect him from harm. 
He believes in omens and magicians j but he has no real 
religion. 



CHAPTER XX. 

The Eussi an soldier. Timidity of his hair. Its contrariness and despair 
of doing right. His respect for pood clothes. Gold lace worship. 
Love of drink. Silent soaking. Proper respect for rank. Opinion 
of the allied armies. A happy government. 

He is a sulky, sullen, stupid-looking fellow, with a pale 
blue complexion, like that produced by what the doctors 
call the "administration" of nitrate of silver in cases of 
disease. Poor wretch ! he looks like a felon, for he has been 
treated all his life as a hound. He has a short straight nose, 
the nostrils of which are turned outwards, and seem like two 
small holes in his face. He has little round eyes ; but he is 
too stupified by ill-treatment to have any expression in 
them, though he is in the first flush of youth and strength. 
His hair is of a rusty bay or reddish brown. It does not 
dare to curl or wave, and sticks out in points and notches, 
as though in despair of doing right, turn which way it wilL 
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lie is a square-built, powerful man, but he is listless, silent, 
and awkward. He appears susceptible of neither pain or 
pleasure ; to have no respect or love for himself. He seems 
to have neither reason or instinct. He is a machine rer^dy 
to obey a touch of the impelling rod, or to have something 
within him which hears and acts at the hoarse shout of 
command, but of himself he does nothing. He has no will, 
no energy, no pride of crafb. If you speak to him suddenly, 
he starts, and takes an attitude of drilled attention. He 
-will not flinch or stir for a blow, but his eyes darken and his 
thick lips close. He is dirty in his person and habits, but 
not untidy or slovenly ; for he seems always on parade. God 
only knows what thoughts pass through his mind, for he 
never utters any. He appears profoundly impressed with 
his own insignificance and inferiority to every one who 
wears a good coat, and he bows down abjectly before a bit 
of gold lace and a sword, whoever wears them. He has no 
soldierly love of pleasure. He loves drink, indeed, and he 
will sit silently soaking raw spirits as long as he can get 
any, but the liquor has no brightening effect on him. He is 
as impassive in his cups as when sober. He may drink him- 
self blind, deaf, speechless, motionless, but he cannot drink 
himself gay. If an officer told him to walk down a preci- 
pice, or drink a glass of speedy poison, the idea of remon- 
strance or disobedience would never occur to him. He would 
do either as merely a part of his allotted task in life, the 
object for which he was bom. He has been told that the 
French and English are impious heretics, a sort of plausible 
devils in human shape ; he believes it devoutly, for he has no 
reasoning powers, no opinions. He believes that he will 
incur Divine wrath by holding communion with them ; that 
they will poison him if he eats their food ; that they will 
torture instead of healing him, if he is wounded ; that their 
medicines are death in disguise, their benefits a mockery, 
their kindness a device of the evil one. He does not think 
these things distinctly, and one after the other ; but such is 
the general confused impression on his abject mind. 

His clothes are ill made and scanty ; they are so thin that 
they seem all outside ; a broad white band is slung over his 
right shoulder and descends to his left hip ; this sustains his 

H 
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Bword — it is not a very good one. The mass of the Russian 
army are of course badly armed, from the organized system 
of peculation which exists in every department. Indeed, the 
Bussian soldier has perhaps never had a full meal of wholesome 
food even in his lifetime. He was robbed before he was born, 
like his father before him, and he has been robbed ever 
since. First, by the baron and the disponent; since, by 
every one who has had to do with him. In the army he » 
has had to digest the last sublimated essence of robbery ; for 
in Kussia the commander-in-chief robs the generals, and the 
generals, after their degree, rob the colonels, and the colonels 
rob the majors, and the majors rob the captains, and the 
captains rob the lieutenants, but all rob the soldier together. 
Russia presents, perhaps, the only example in history of a 
country governed by a military despotism, and in which the 
soldiers have been successfully kept in the same state of 
slavery as the rest of the community. 



CHAPTER XXL 

The Bussian officer. His genteel behaviour in company. His very 
well-bred soul. His orthodox authorship. His convenience as a 
husband, and freedom as a friend. His contempt of politics. 
Bomantic idea of perl'ect bliss. Military enthusiasm. 

He is a trim, slim, soldierly, distinguished-looking man ; 
not handsome, or even good-looking, but nice. He is shaven 
to the extreme of neatness. His clipped moustachios are 
faultless. The general elegance of his exterior is indis- 
putable. His uniform is astonishingly well made. His 
manners are charming. He has none of the cold, haughty 
reserve towards civilians which characterizes the Austrian 
officer. If you shake hands with him, he gives such a courtly 
yet cordial squeeze, that you might fancy his very well-bred 
soul was in his warm agreeable fingers. In society he is 
delightful. His conversation positively sparkles with good 
sayings, and is interesting, from its gay profusion of the most 
apt and well-told anecdotes. His courtesy is winning to a 
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degree. He apologizes more readily aod gracefullj for the 
most trifling accident than any gentleman in Europe. 
You feel positively under an obligation to him for having 
Inadvertently trodden on your toe, or inserted his elbow in 
your ribs in a crowd. He is so accomplished a linguist, that 
you would inwardly confess he speaks your own language 
better than you do yourself. All languages, indeed, seem to 
come natural and easy to him. Then he is a traveller, and 
such a traveller ! He speaks with equal familiarity about 
the North Pole and the Tropics. He tells you precisely 
what you wish to know. In a few pungent sentences he 
raises a picture in your mind of any place or person, a picture 
of such finished and perfect accuracy, that time will try in 
vain to efface it. He is certainly not a literary man, yet he 
is said to be the author of one of the most remarkable pam- 
phlets of the day, and his information on literature is 
astounding. He knows the policy and public men of every 
state in Europe thoroughly. He has dined with them, and 
he knows more about them than you and I, who have lived 
familiarly with them all our lives. This is not pretence or 
fanfaronnade ; his knowledge is perfectly submissive to good 
taste ; it is never brought forward intrusively, but it comes 
at the firat call when wanted, and it is perfectly sound. He 
would tell you something new of Lord Byron, or of your own 
brother, which would put his character before you in a different 
light to any in which you had hitherto considered it^ 

From the intricacies and oddities of the British constitu- 
tion to the last raw theories of the newest republicanism in 
Germany, and the private opinions of Rudolph, the fifty- 
second hereditary Margrave of Noodleland, everything is 
equally familiar to him He has not the smallest prejudice 
on any subject whatever. You cannot argue with him, his 
ideas are so fluent, and appear so reasonable when uttered, 
that panting dissent toils after them in vain. He appears to 
have considered eveiy scheme of government which has ever 
attracted the attention of mankind. He believes that of 
Russia to be the best. He does not quarrel with you for 
thinking differently, if you really do so. Every man may 
enjoy his own opinion, and he respects yours, though hi 
cannot partake of it. 

h2 
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Such is the dazzling surface of the character of msxif 
among the higher classes of the most extraordinary people in 
the world ; but go deeper, and you shall marvel at the low 
depths of its infamy and disgrace^ the completeness of its 
rottenness and corruption. 

He is an incarnate falsehood, a backbiter, with malicious 
intent, a most notable slanderer. He has no high and in- 
spiring creed, no soul, no heart ; but he has the jargon and 
seeming of them alL He utterly despises and sneers at the 
honour of women. He would connive at the shame of his 
wife, his sister, his mother, or his child, for his interest or 
convenience, without the smallest scruple. He would dis- 
honour the hearth of his kinsman or best benefactor, by 
means which should send him to the galleys. He would 
commit a burglary unblushingly, if it was not likely to be 
brought home to him. He would cheat at play. He would 
dexterously pick the pocket of his mistress in folding her to 
his breast. He would receive the wages of crime from her 
without a pang. He would poison her mind till it became 
as black as his own. He would give her aid and counsel in 
the slow murder of her husband, if any gain were to be got 
by it. 

His philosophy is pure materialism ; he does not believe 
in anything but the present moment. His idea of the last 
crowning glory of human ambition is to have £50,000 
Bryear, and live at Paris. Whist, opera-dancers, dinners, 
suppers, music, dancing, and wit ; his notions of perfect 
happiness do not go an inch beyond. Though an unrivalled 
diplomatist, and as clever as Brunnow in acquiring popu- 
larity and influence under difficulties, he secretly votes the 
whole thing a bore, and would be much rather left alone to 
shine in his own way. He knows far too well the nothing- 
ness and uncertainty of place and power to covet it very 
much. He would rather be a philosophical looker-on, 
always having the last news from the best sources, however, 
and hand in glove with everybody, so that he could just pull 
the strings of political puppets now and then, and make them 
dance for his amusement. In other respects, he would take 
no more interest in public affairs than the Marquis of Steyue 
or Lord Lilbume. 
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He acts upon precisely the same convictions at Sebastopol 
as in Paris. He covertly laughs at the whole thing ; he does 
not really care two straws about the issue of the struggle, 
except so far as it may some day affect his social position in 
Europe as a Russian officer. For the rest, he despises alike 
as fools those who are fighting with him or against him. 
He knows the commencement of the bother was a mere 
personal pique between two old men, or a political pretext 
for doing something which was excessively hazardous. He 
has not a grain of military enthusiasm ; but, if a poor or an 
obscure man, he welcomes the war readily enough, as a 
possible means of personal aggrandizement. As for the 
danger, he neither thinks or cares much about it. What is 
the use of living, if you cannot have £50,000 a-year, and live 
in Paris ? The rest is all bosh ! 



CHAPTER XXIL 

The French officer. His loveable nature. Fondnesa for finery. 
Varnished toes. Large cigars. Prudent abstinence from breakfast. 
French reason for refusing an invitation. His liberal opinions. 
He makes a friend of his own brother. His lively sensations in 
female society. 

He is a curiosity of vanity, honhommie, and contrivances. 
He is at once lavish and self-denying — of a ticjtlish honour, 
yet of easy intercourse. The great leading-star of his life is 
finery ; I do not mean mere finery of dress, or a simple love 
of baubles, but finery in everything — finery of idea, of 
language, of manner. He thinks in his heart that Napo- 
leon I.'s proclamations to the army are the finest things in 
literature. He believes in wealthy marriages, in rank and 
fortune acquired suddenly. He will even act in youth often 
Under the strong impression that he himself will be among 
the fortunate. Debt is rather a glory than a disgrace to 
him. He is even apt to give himself the credit of it when 
he has been too prudent to incur the reality. He is very 
polite and good-natured, but equally sensitive. Do not 
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judge of him by his light, easy, odd, careless philosophy. It 
conceals an extraordinary earnestness and depth of chanic- 
ter — a quick sense of every beauty or sorrow in life. He 
will profess the loosest and most coiTupt ideas^ wrapped up 
in an epigram that will almost make an Englishman's hair 
stand on end. In reality, his heart is as pure as a ehikl'% 
and as gentle as a maiden's. He may be even pious, though 
he would not own it on any account ; and he has a boyish 
pride, to his dying day, in giving himself out for worse 
than he is. He is a great stickler for appearances before 
the world. He will have varnished toesy though he japans 
his own boots ; and cigars, though circumstances render it 
prudent for him to dispense with breakfast. He would, 
I believe, refuse a dinner simply because he was hungry ; 
and he would be certain to act with excessive coldness and 
hauteur if he felt his heart weakening towards any one who 
offered him a benefit. He will profess the most large and 
liberal views on politics, but he would entii*ely decline to 
put them personally into practice. He is incapable of 
intention to deceive on this or any other subject. He 
merely deceives himself. He is delighted with the finery of 
republican phrases and arguments, also with the hazard of 
expressing them at the present crisis. But — and do not 
forget ilaa — he is eminently an aristocrat by nature. Equa- 
lity in France only applies to commercial clerks and 
bagmen ; and even they wish it only to include the classes 
above them. The students of the Quartier Latin, indeed, 
appear to act as if they wished it sincerely, but it is only in 
appearance. They have no objection to place themselves on 
perfectly equal terms with a griaetU, but they would abso- 
lutely refuse to sup with her brother, or to be on friendly 
terms with a waiter anywhere, but at a cafe, or a restawrant^ 
The French officer understands the art of living agreeably 
better than any person whatever. He looks upon his 
pleasures as necessities ; and no more gnidges the price of 
them than that of his food or clothes. He considers that a 
fair share of his income belongs naturally to theatres and 
dominoes. He is never haunted by remorse for having so 
applied it. He loves to live gaily out of doors, and he will 
do so, to whatever privations he may have to submit at 
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home. No man is more unselfish in his pleasiires, or has a 
clearer idea of social ties. He would not hesitate for an 
instant to give his last franc to a mistress or a friend ; and 
he passes at once into romance and dreamland, when he 
thinks of his fiunilj at home. He has an unspeakable 
tenderness for his mother and sisters — ^the loftiest, most 
indulgent love for his wife — the most perfect respect and 
propriety of conduct towards his father, and his brother is 
usually also his friend and comrade. 

He has especially the happy art of making something of 
nothing, and good out of all things. He was bom an excel- 
lent tailor, a tasteful dresser on small means. He has a 
happy knack of putting on old clothes which quite conceals 
their age and infirmities. He knows more about the proper 
entertainment for moustachios than an Austrian ; and his 
gloves are irreproachable, though he may long have made up 
his mind to renounce the hidden luxury of stockings. 

He is admirable in all departments of drawing-room con* 
versation, persiflage, and ladies* small talk. Immediately ha 
draws near a lady, indeed, there occurs a most visible 
change in his manner and bearing. He feels himself on the 
stage of his dearest triumphs. He begins to brighten up 
and sparkle. He becomes interesting, almost afiecting, in 
his grace and gallantry. He flirts without oflence, an art to 
which other men can hardly attain; for flirtation is as 
natural to him as a certain shyness and awkwardness 
towards stranger ladies in an Englishman. His conversa- 
tion is positively a cure for hypochondria. It is so shrewd, 
clever, and worldly-wise— yet so light, polished, and airy. 
He can jest without wounding, and set even a rival at his 
ease. 

I am afraid he is a little given to exaggeration, from that 
love of finery in language which has been already pointed 
out ; but he would scorn a lie, and you may place a trust 
as implicit in his word as in his friendship. One of his 
great weaknesses is, perhaps, a meretricious scorn of small 
appearances. This seduces him into a thousand follies ; to 
be lavish with a slender purse, and to give where he would 
find it wiser to receive. He has the most nervous dread of 
shame and ridicule. He would sooner be stabbed than 
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sneered or laughed at ; and he has not very correct ideas 
about that which is ridiculous and that which is not, so that 
the absurd scorn of a fool would pain him as much as the 
reasoning smile of a wise man. 

He is a materialist in speech, but in speech only — for his 
secret soul is filled with all the burning phantasies of 
romance, and the loftiest aspirings of ambition and chivalry. 

He hardens and even becomes morose in misfortune, but 
he overflows again with philanthropy and kindness at the 
first smile of returning happiness. 

He is the very model of a soldier. Brave amongst the 
bravest, fertile of stratagem and invention ; indifferent, or 
even proud of suffering and hardship. Military fame is as 
the idol of his worship. The charms of the most delightful 
life would not weigh with him a moment against the chance 
of a glorious death — a name in history. He is alike mer- 
ciful in victory — undaunted in defeat. • The happiest camara- 
derie and confidence exists between him and his superiors 
or inferiors. He is not gagged and cowed like a British 
subaltern ; and if he thought he had a bright idea, he would 
state it to the commander-in-chief without the smallest 
hesitation, and it would be received without any feeling of 
impropriety on either side. He has the rare art of blending 
an easy and useful familiarity with the most perfect respect. 
There is a more cordial and affectionate brotherhood among 
French officers than among ours ; there is no tuft-hunting 
or toadying the rich among them. He is active, daring, a 
good forager, and a good cook. He thoroughly enjoys all 
that is enjoyable in a campaign, and knows how to seize 
passing pleasures as they fly. He will put a bottle of wine 
in his pocket, and some paper ciga/rettes, join a comrade, and 
extract a night of songs and gaiety out of the dullest guard- 
house, or the bleakest bivouac. He has no longings after 
tea and comfort and clean shirts. He looks upon soldiering 
as the noblest pursuit in life. This is enough ; his vanity is 
interested, and he is sure to follow it ardently. 
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CHAPTER XXIIL 

The Zouave. Is a braggadocio. Prophetic face. Charmiug credality. 
Le soldat Fr-r-r-r^ais. His dislike to discipline. His devices. 
XJnthrift and charity. 

He is a small, fine-featured man, rather loosely put to- 
gether. He has that expression of face which prepares you 
at once for any cool, intrepid, harmless piece of impudence. 
I say harmless, for among friends he is soft-hearted as a 
woman, perhaps more so. He is a braggadocio, but full of 
kindliness, and devoid of envy. He will believe of others, 
stories to the full as marvellous as he relates of himself; 
and give them entire credit for any species of impossible 
adventure to which they may lay claim. His mind is at 
once shrewd and imaginative, yet singularly free from sus- 
picion. The stupidest trickster might win his faith and 
deceive him ; and do so even with subsequent impunity, for 
he does not know what it is to bear enduring malice. In 
spite of this boyish simplicity, however, he is unmatched in 
invention and resources. He would live, and live well, 
where ingenuity itself would starve. He would succeed, 
where wisdom and experience incarnate would fail. He 
is brave to rashness, unselfish to chivalry, unexacting, good- 
humoured, ready to oblige or assist others to a degree that 
is inexpressibly graceful and winning. But he must be 
humoured, for he believes in himself, and if you put him 
out, he will begin to talk about " Le soldat Fran^isy voyez- 
vouSj* and then nothing in the world is to be done with 
him till he is pacified. A word, however, will pacify him. 
I believe a single kindness would touch his generous heart, 
more than years of wrong, injury, or ingratitude. 

He is a curious study, but the more you think of him 
the more he will amuse you, and the more you will learn to 
love and admire in him — the reckless, provoking, gallant, 
sharp-witted dare-devil. 

He is the good-humoured despair of his officers. He will 
submit to no discipline, and he defies punishment. In fact, 
it is a positive temptation to him to do wrong, even where 
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there is no other. He is a grown up gamin, a street boy 
dreawd in man's clothes, and longing to forget bis dignity, 
and have a game at pitch-and-toss, or leap-frog. He is an 
artfol dodger, masquerading with his tongae in his cheek, 
and laughing at the company. 

He has a strange, wild, rakish, good-natured fiice ; the 
longer you look at him, the more you believe in his good- 
nature, and doubt of everything else about him. He is 
dirty to a degree, and even slovenly, except at particular 
times, when his dress becomes strangely attractive and 
brilliant. Hui immense moustaches are rusty from want of 
care—^ne turns up, and the other turns down. If you are a 
person in authority, he will begin to twirl these when you 
talk to him, as a ready resource to cover his confusion at 
being detected in some escapade. He is alwa3r8 in a scrape, 
yet jou cannot be angry with him — that is altogether impos- 
sible ; for his troubles are as absurd as those of an Irishman 
at a £Edr, and his doings, however reprehensible, are sure to 
be mixed up with some irresistible piece of fim, which abso- 
lutely strikes you speechless before you can begin a repri- 
mand. While you are preparing to speak to him in a voice 
of thunder, he suddenly chokes you with laughter at his 
keen wit, or astounding unconscious impudence, or his con- 
summate acting of absurd contrition. 

You internally acknowledge that your dignity as a com- 
manding officer can only be preserved by biting firmly into 
your cigar, and retiring, as promptly as possible, to a place 
where you can conveniently give play to your risible muscles, 
without bringing discipline and the interests of the service 
into open contempt. The rogue understands this perfectly, 
and in spite of his assumed bashfulness, nothing is so re- 
assuring to his mind, when he has been at any mischief, 
than a summons into the actual presence of his com- 
manding officer : he knows that the game is won then, for 
it would be a shrewd colonel indeed that caught him 
tripping. 

Though a ready and useful soldier when any real fighting 
is to be done, he is quite hopeless on parade. He has a 
genius for anything you like, except the theoretical part of 
his profession. Perhaps he knows, far too well, what cam- 
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paigning really is, to attach much importance to it^ and 
secretly votes drilling and reviewing a bore of no common 
magnitude. He would do anything in the world for an 
officer who knows how to lead him ; but drilling and orderly 
conduct are really too much for him. 

His dwelling, whether tent, or barracks, or hovel, is a 
perfect marvel of muddle and strange contrivances. He 
has none of the neatness, precision, and art of stowing away 
things, which usually characterize a soldier or a sailor : 
when he has done with anything he throws it down and 
forgets all about it, though he may want it again ten 
minutes afterwards. He will apply things in the most re- 
markable manner, and without the smallest regard for the 
purposes for which they were intended : he would think 
nothing of drinking brandy out of a powder-flask, and keep- 
ing ammunition in a saucepan. He would caiTy a cutlet in 
his turban, and a pair of shoes in a basket, without the least 
idea, of unfitness of place in either case ; and his vanity 
would prompt him to give away cutlet, shoes, basket, and 
all in mere gaiety of heart, and to show his excellence as a 
forager. 

He is wonderful as a cook, tailor, cobbler, washerwoman ; 
but he usually applies all these gifts for the benefit of any- 
body but himself. To please avivandidre or an officer's wife, 
who knows how to manage him, he would sit up all night, • 
and give up a petit souper to mind her baby. He would 
turn carpenter, blacksmith, housemaid, for her, with equal 
energy, good will, and success. He would risk his life to 
cull her a nosegay under the enemy's guns, or to bring her 
some cofiee from a shop in Sebastopol. 

Going into Sebastopol, indeed, is his favourite exploit just 
now. It is idle to attempt to look after him, so he disap- 
pears in the most mysterious way, whenever it suits him. 
He dresses himself in some Russian uniform, found on the 
field of battle, and joining some deserter, with whom he has 
contracted a sudden but afiectionate friendship, they lay in 
wait, and bide their time. When there is a sortie, they join 
the retreating Russians and enter the town with them. If 
they are interrogated, they feign to be drunk or stupid ; 
their Russian companions get them out of the scrape, for 
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many of them return sound and unharmed with some indis- 
putable trophy of their daring ; but many others, probably, 
fall victims, in some way, to such inconceivable temerity. 
It would be a stem man, however, even for a Russian, who 
could hang a Zouave; and it must be a bad business, indeed, if 
he could not satisfy anybody who could speak French, of the 
purity of his motives, and, in all probability, turn his in- 
tended punishment into a reward. The tales they tell about 
themselves, indeed, when they do come back are far more 
extraordinary than all the stories of Baron Munchausen put 
together. 

Respecting the rights of property, a Zouave's ideas are not 
quite correct : he would steal anything to eat or drink, in an 
impudent dashing sort of way, without the smallest com- 
punction ; but then he would walk twenty miles through a 
bog in a snow-storm to return it, if he found out afterwards 
that he had stolen it from anybody entitled to his peculiar 
sympathy, or if his feelings became subsequently interested 
about them — or, perhaps, even for a whim. He likes bri- 
gandage more from the danger and bravado of it than from 
any substantial advantages which he may hope to reap ; for 
if you meet him with his hands full of no matter what, that 
he may just have become possessed of at the most dreadful risk, 
his first object and anxiety appears to be how he shall get 
rid of his burden, to set out again immediately in chase of 
something else. If any one has ever shown him the smallest 
kindness, he will pay it with the most surprising magnifi- 
cence. For a pipe of tobacco supplied to him at some for- 
gotten time of need, or for a drop out of a brandy-flask, he 
would return a casket of jewels snatched from a general 
conflagration in a town given over to plunder. When he 
has conferred a benefit on anybody, he is apt to disap])ear 
with great agility, or even perhaps to do or say something off*en- 
sive, in his anxiety to avoid thanks ; and he would never 
thieve with such determined perseverance as when foraging 
for a sick Englishman : " Car ces Jean Boule, voyez vous, 9a 
ne sait rien ! 9a ne sait pas s'arranger comme nous autres ; 9a 
ne sont que des zenfans, puis (^ nous zaime ! ere nom de chien 
comme qa, nous zaime!" 

I think I see one of the rowdy, kind-hearted little fellows 




1 
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now. He is the guide, philosopher, and friend of a tower- 
ing guardsman — for your Zouave is aristocratic in his ideas 
and predilections, so that he will seldom be seen to consort 
with the common troops of the line. Both Guardsman 
and Zouave are proud of their intimacy, and take every pos- 
sible means to display it, though their conversation is utterly 
incomprehensible to themselves or anybody. else : it consists 
in eccentric but fruitless sallies into the English language, oii 
the one side, and into the French on the other, each friend 
obligingly translating, into his native tongue, what he sup- 
poses the meaning of the other friend may be, the first speaker 
confirming the translation with the promptest and most 
social approval. Our little friend looks up at his gigantic 
companion with an air of admiring solicitude and protection 
that completely beggars description. His baggy red breeches 
come down so low, from want of braces, as almost to hide his 
legs ; his blue jacket flies open in well-studied disarray ; and 
his immense turban is cocked so much on one side, that it is 
a wonder how he keeps it on. He wags his hips martially, 
as he struts along with his little nose in the air, and his 
little white gaiters on his little feet, a yard apart from each 
other. He has no consciousness of being ridiculous, and he 
believes, with all his stout little heart, that the eyes of the 
world are fixed on him and his acquaintance — as, indeed, 
they are. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

The deserted villa. Results of the Stubbleian diplomacy. Glorious 
war. Ruined homes. Murdered youths. Deserted maidens. As 
flowers fade 80 beauty withereth. Madness. Apathy. Mere tears. 
Despair. Pride. Fanaticism. Piety. Poor child. The scatterings 
of a hoard. Finery in tatters. The silent harp. The houseless 
fugitives. 

The soldier's heel smote harshly on the marble floor, and 
around him was desolation, fresh- wrought, terrible. Men of 
blood strode through the chambersdrunk with wine and pillage. 
The miiTors had been torn from the fretted walls, and flung 
down in fragments; the windows had been broken; the 
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floors were littered with costly things destroyed in mere 
wantonness. Some flowers, offerings may be but a few hours 
ago fiom love to beauty, were dashed down and sullied, crushed 
with the vase that held them. Yesterday their lovelin ess vied 
with the tints of the rainbow, or the bloom upon the cheek 
of joyous youth ; now they have become loathsome, a poor 
mass of earth and foul and colourless decay. A few hours 
ago there may have beat the heart of some hero among our 
foemen, who would have held each stained and withered leaf 
even now more precious than a gem of price, — ^precious for 
the sanctity it had gained by being touched but for a moment 
by the honoured hands of an angel maid, or having slept 
in glory on her bosom. Since then, the hero may have been 
struck down by a wandeiing shot in battle, and he whose 
very presence was a joy to his kindred and his beloved, who 
was the incarnation of manly strength and comeliness, from 
whose lips poured the lofty enthusiasm of his heart in words 
of music, whose high impetuous valour had bid him to the 
battle as to a festival, lies now perhaps with hideous face up- 
turned upon some hard-fought spot of ground, the vulture 
feeding upon his heart, and the vagrant dog howling his 
requiem as he scents the rich prey, and speeds to it at a 
slouching furtive gallop from afar. 

"Where is the maiden who perchance so loved him ? Is it 
she they call mad in yon distant fortress, and who weeps 
and laughs by turns so wildly ? Is it she — startled, wonder- 
ing, stony, motionless, frightened of herself, knowing some- 
thing fearful, ignorant of what, gazing with strained eyes 
into horrid vacancy 1 Is it she who lays with her fair head 
bowed on her mother's breast and weeps silently 1 or is it 
yon girl with the hard, cruel eyes, who speaks so briefly and 
with accents so stem and repulsive to all who come near ? or 
is it she who cannot bear the light, and who sobs all day 
long, rocking herself to and fro in some cheerless chamber 1 
or is it she who has gone forth with garlands in her hair to 
the dance and to the banquet — ^her white lips quivering only 
when she hears envenomed words of feigned sympathy from 
those who envied her with vulgar hatred — such a gallant 
captive to her peerless charms ? or is it she of the flushed 
cheeky who rejoices with the fierce proud heart of an 
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Amazon that her lover has gone down sword in hand, rather 
than that he bore to her the cold and shameful story of 
defeat 1 or is it she, the gentle yet heroic woman who tends 
upon yon white-haired sire so devoutly, and bids him raise 
his bowed head for the sake of those that are left, who, when 
she weeps, soprows in secret and prays convulsively to be 
strengthened that she may be able to hold on bravely in the 
course of duty ? — she, the pious lady, filled with such beau- 
tiful and sweet affections, with such devoted and self- 
scornful love ! 

Where is the infant who last slept in that little cot 
which now lies shattered among the weeds of the ruined 
garden ? Did it sicken and die even as its mother bore it 
in hot haste and with such frantic caresses through the 
poisonous air of the winter night — through the bleak bog 
and over the tempestuous height, and by the festering marsh 
in the silent hollow ? Was it forced at last from her feeble 
arms, and trampled down in the crowd of the flying and 
panic-stricken 1 

Why was that little hoard laid by so carefully in yonder 
rifled writing-desk, yet forgotten on the near approach of 
danger ? Was it slowly gathered, piece by piece, by some 
simple, grateful mind, hoping to return again with usury the 
gift of kindness ? Was it the savings of skilful prudence, 
or the peculation of dishonesty ? Was it meant as a love- 
gift, or a legacy, or to be spent in the noble cause of charity, 
or for some festival ornament or long-desired pleasure? 
What matters ? it is now scattered wide enough ; another 
proof of the vanity of human wishes when they 'build upon 
the dim to-morrow. 

On what gay gala-days has that poor finery fluttered 
which now streams in shreds from a battered casement, after 
having served for the masquerading whim of a rude soldier ? 
What fair hand last touched the notes of that broken piano 1 
what loving fingers lingered among the chords of that silent 
harp ? Alas, for those who drew tones from the lyre and 
listened to the lay ! 

Gro and seek those that remain among wailing widows 
and hapless orphans — among the maimed who lie groan- 
ing in hospitals — among ruined fugitives on lonely roads 



112 PICTURES PROH 

— among despairing wretches who have faltered and sunk 
down by the wayside— among the cold, the hungry, the 
sick, and the houseless I Then say what you think of the 
Bacchanalian orgy going on in their ruined home, and how 
long the better spirits of our age and time will urge on mad 
wars, of which horrors such as these are but a common and 
unnoticed episode. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

The road. A lake looking like wild ducks. Famous results of the 
Fiddle-de-dee mission. Reasonable delicacy recommended to the 
Britiuh traveller in gratitude for the benefits bestowed upon him 
by that musical man. Tatar English. Judicious defence of a 
postilion. 

Fbom Varna to Dervena is a sharp ride of three hours, and 
in Bulgaria post-horses cost two piastres and a half each for 
every hour. A calculating public may therefore cast up 
this simple sum for itself ; it must also add a bachsheesh for 
the souroudjee or post-boy. The length of a Turkish post 
hour is about four miles. Over good roads it is easy to 
tmvel six, or even seven miles an hour ; over bad roads it 
is sometimes impossible to exceed two miles. The distance 
from Varna to Dervena is &ve post hours — we did it, as 
I said, in three, going at a hand-gallop during the last ; and 
there are less pleasant things than a scamper with a Tatar 
and six wiry ponies over the fat lands of Bulgaria. The 
road from Varna to Dervena stretches away by the borders 
of a lake, which looks monstrously like wild ducks, though 
we saw none. We started, however, several fine coveys of 
partridges, and some hares. I was told, also, that we need 
not have gone far to find some bustard. We did not go, 
however, because we had no guns, for as we were subse- 
quently to pass through Austria, and we knew very well 
what state of things the famous mission of Lord Fiddledee 
had contrived to bring about in that country, as far as 
Englishmen are concerned, it was useless to incur the 
certain loss of a favourite fowling-piece on the frontier. 
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If ih&t Tivacious and singular diplomatist should ever meet 
his deserts, it will be possible to make a rare sporting trip 
througb Bulgaria, the Principalities, and Hungary. As it 
is, the British traveller will reflect, with pride and gratitude, 
that he is able to add another to the many obligations he 
lies under to the musical elderly person who looks after his 
interests in Austria ; though both prudence and delicacy 
will probably prevent him endeavouring to add to the list, 
lest he should meet the fortune of so many English gentle- 
men who have had to deal with the Austrian authorities 
during the agreeable sojourn of our harmonious mission. 
Now, such a result would be overwhelming, and any well con- 
stituted mind would of course shrink from it. 

We met long trains of waggons on the road, carrying 
provisions for the army ; they were all drawn by bullocks, 
and looked weird and barbarous, creaking along in the 
morning twilight, with the still solemn lake sleeping beside 
them. Now and then we passed a British or French officer 
coming down from Bucarest, and more or less knocked up. 
There seemed to be a good deal doing to strengthen the 
sinews of war in these parts, and certainly there appeared 
no want of activity. What was done, however, was said not 
to be very well done. There was a talk of haste, and wild- 
goose chases, and previous neglect j and many folks grumbled, 
so that I need not. 

It was painful to notice, as we rode on, the bare and 
deserted state of the country, even by the highroad side. 
We went for miles and miles without seeing a sign of culti- 
vation, or a human habitation ; the solitary little village 
we descried at rare intervals seemed lost in the wilderness 
aroimd. If the curse of God hung over the land, it could 
scarcely seem more desolate. The footprints of the rude 
soldiery of bygone days, who have swept like stormy 
torrents one after the other over these fertile plains, have 
left their deep marks everywhere : the exactions of Pashas, 
the insecurity of property, melancholy misgovemment, have 
done the rest. Hope and energy have been palsied from 
out men's hearts ; for who would care to sow, knowing that 
he should never reap a harvest ? ^ 

Heart alive 1 When we think of what all that tawdry 
I 
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splendour was made, whicli we read in books once be- 
longed to the court of Constantinople, and remember how 
it was wrung out of breaking hearts, and whole nations and 
countries brought to such an abject extreme of ruin as 
this, even anger and contempt can hardly £nd words to 
speak of it. 

The post-house at Dervena was a low rambling wooden 
building, situated in a very likely place for snipe. We 
found some agricultural-looking louts crowded together in a 
hot, foul room, quite air-tight. They were all stewing 
together, after the approved Turkish roadside coffee-house 
fashion ; and I am by no means sure that I have not seen 
the guests of Tom and Jerry doing much the same sort of 
thing in Britain. 

It was not certain that we could get anything to eat, and 
we therefore addressed our Tatar on the subject with the 
liveliest anxiety. 

" I say, Tatar,*' cried the youngest of our party, " can we 
get any breakfast ? *' 

" No, sare, you not I get sometings," replied he, with a 
little of the pride of craft. 

" Well, but you are a wonderful man !" 

" Yes, sare." 

" In every sense of the word,'* continued his tormentor, 
who delighted in puzzling him. 

" No, sare." 

And we did get something : it was a sausage, — the hardest, 
and the strongest, and the toughest I ever ate ; a sausage 
to which the famous and mysterious composition of Bologna 
was easy eating. Things, however, appeared to be cheap 
here in spite of the war, for we only paid six piastres, or 
about a shilling, for our breakfast, with two piastres added 
for the coffee. The post on for the next stage (six horses) 
cost sixty piastres. 

As we were going away, another Tatar rode up, and 
haughtily demanded our horses. I was half disposed to 
yield, not knowing but that he might have business of 
moment ; but one who knew the country well immediately 
feigned the greatest and loudest indignation, when the claim 
was at once abandoned. 
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By the way, into what a state of moral degradation a 
people must have sunk, when everything is to be done with 
them by bullying, and nothing without. A man would get 
knocked down without parley anywhere else, for con- 
ducting himself as he is often obliged to do in Turkey. 
Hence the absurdities of the Eastern nabob, which pro- 
vided so many scenes in the comedies of our grandfathers : 
what was necessary in India, was impossible in Britain. 

" De postman he not know him noting, sare,*' said Reesto, 
our Tatar, apologizing for the discussion we had just had 
with his fellow craftsman. " De postman he not know him 
noting ;" by which he meant to say, that if the postmaster 
had been aware that we were slaves of the Padisha Bashee, 
Sir Hector Stubble, he would not have dared to see us inter- 
rupted, which I think very likely. 

" All right, Beesto ; never mind. How many days shall 
we be on the road V* 

" To-morrow momin's veek come in," replied the Tatar, 
explicitly, and with much gaiety of manner. It was 
obvious that Beesto considered English as the language of 
languages, and that his was especially the right way of 
speaking it. 

From Dervena to Pravida is a gentle ride of about three 
hours ; but the only persons we met on the way, though 
the day was fine, were a company of tall, stanch Bulgarian 
women, going out to labour in the marshy fields near 
Pravida. They were dressed in bright red jackets, and 
looked at a distance like a detachment of British grenadiers. 
"We were expecting a shout of welcome, therefore, from some 
old acquaintances ; but these bouncing Bulgarian beauties 
only showed a white line of teeth, stretching across their 
bronzed and rich-complexioned faces, and they smiled at us 
in a kind, homely way, as we went scouring along the plain, 
a sight, maybe, for gossip. I use the word scouring as 
expressive of speed ; for the fact is, as we approached them, 
my bran-new Turkish bridle broke, of course, and the 
wrong-headed little Bulgarian pony on which I was 
mounted immediately changed the boring, dreary pace at 
which we had been going for the early part of the stage, 
and carried me into Pravida at railroad speed. 

i2 
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It is a dirty, straggling Turldsli village, and the few 
houses I entered were miserable one-roomed huts, though 
the ample hearths and bright fires told of the inhabitants of 
a cold country, who had long learned a salutary respect for 
their national weather. The villagers were mere agricultural 
boors, with no apparent individuality about them. We 
could get nothing to eat ; but, after a diligent search, 
we did find a pipkin in which we made a decoction of 
tea, which we drank with much inward rejoicing and 
comfort. 

We had intended to get on as far as Shumla by a sort of 
forced march, but there was no moon, and night overtook us 
at Jeni Bazar (Newmarket), a place which was recently 
astounded by the residence of Lord Cardigan and the gay 
jackets of the 11th Hussars. The approach to this place 
was over roads so fearfully bad, and the night was so dark 
and rainy, that our horses fell down about once every five 
minutes on an average (sometimes ofbeuer). At last, I, 
who had astonished my doctor, at Constantinople, by detail- 
ing to him the plan of my intended journey, suddenly lost 
consciousness, and fainted from fatigue. 

After this it was quite as prudent to dismount, as I could 
no longer hold up my horse. Luckily we were on the out- 
skirts of the village, and a Bulgarian peasant was at last 
aroused to accompany us with a lantern to the Khan. 
I was obliged to lean on his arm, and we had not gone 
many steps, in a style fitter for St. James's- street than a 
Turkish country road, when another great hulking fellow 
loomed up through the darkness, and tried to pull my arm 
away on to his own, aware that a bachshecsh would pro- 
bably go with it. I should have allowed myself to be 
transferred quite passively, but his proceedings happened to 
catch the eye of Reesto, who promptly thrashed him away 
from his hold. He contrived, however, to steal my pocket- 
handkerchief, with singular address, before he disappeared ; 
and I am sure I should have been compensated richly 
enough for the loss if I could only have had an opportunity 
of seeing what he did with it afterwai'ds. 

At last we stopped at the Khan, having been just four* 
teen hours on horseback^ and had the satisfaction of learning 
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that if we had not come by Pravida, which is two hours out 
of the road^ we might have reached Shumla with much less 
fatigue. 

We were tired enough, as has been said, but some coffee, 
and half an hour's sleep, before our supper of fowl and 
pilaff, soon set us to rights. It was fortunate we snatched 
our rest so cleverly, for we had scarcely done supper, when a 
military friend, posting up to Bucarest, broke in upon us 
with shout and halloo, and spoilt our night's rest with news 
and pleasant stories. We all sat down together, I remem- 
ber, grinning and begrimed — rather wet, rather tired, but 
with a power of drinking tea with brandy in it such as I 
have seldom seen equalled. We disposed of it out of a 
pilaff bowl, till our faces shone again with steam and honest 
satisfaction. 

Between three and four in the morning we were plashing 
on through mud and mist for Shumla, where we arrived 
after a fatiguing ride of four hours. The Khan here also 
was a wretched place, with several hulking, armed bar- 
barians hanging about it. We had the usual difficulty about 
breakfast, though the postmasters are compelled to furnish 
food to travellers. At last we got a curious composition of 
rank dried meat and onions. There was still the resource 
of tea, however, and some capital milk. ^ 

We rode from Shumla at last amid a perfect storm of 
shouts and quarrelling about the horses ; for all the posters 
on this road have been cruelly overworked lately. One of 
ours fell down while being saddled, but his master kicked 
him up, and it was not till the poor brute fell down a second 
time that he was exchanged for another. 

We were so badly mounted, that our horses knocked up 
completely at a village about two hours from Rasgr^; 
but we found capital quarters for the night in a peasant's 
hut. The poor people were very kind to us, got ready a 
bright fire, and an excellent dinner. We had minced beef, 
with slices of bread baked in the gravy, some fat boiled 
fowls, some pancakes, and a capital dish of forcemeat ; then 
we had some sherbet made of grapes, and wound up aa 
before with some tea punch, after which we slept by the 
fire in perfect fiEdryland. I recollect half opening my eyes 
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onoe or twice, in the niiig Imt, lit bj the imoertain glow of 
the wood fire, and on shutting them, being jnst conscioiis of a 
feeling of delightful repose altogether indescribable. 

On again, between three and four in the morning, and by 
the light of the moon for Basgr^ 

Oar Tatar banged the postilion a good deal during this 
stage. ** To mend it goan, sar,** as he said. The fellow 
took his beating with much judgment and philosophy, onlj 
exposing the toughest parts of his person to the lash of 
his assailant. But how the natural spirit of a man musif 
be cowed before he could subuiit to blows^ on all occasions^ 
in this way. 

In all well-governed communities the natural hope of gain 
is usually found sufficient motive for a poor man to serve a 
rich one, because he can insist by law on being £sdrly 
rewarded for his labour ; but in the countries of the East, a 
poor man has no honest chance against a rich one, and there- 
fore will only serve him under fear and compulsion : appa- 
rent superiority in these countries is so often allied to almost 
absolute power, however, that nothing is refused if com- 
manded stick in hand, or performed without it. 

As we approached Easgi^, there were a good many signs 
of cultivation, and of the improved value of the land, which 
was very rich. The boundaries of different estates began 
to be marked by very well-made hurdles, and there was 
generally a trimmer air about things here than elsewhere. 
Stopping at a village, however, we went into a hut, where 
burned a fire, to light our pipes, and were startled by seeing 
an old woman baking bread, in a state of perfect nudity. 

The lights of Easgr^ showed a long way off through the 
grey of the morning, and the near approach to the town was 
very pretty. Passing through the gates, we met some old 
women walking before carts drawn by two oxen. Eack 
carried a long staff or wand in her hand ; they looked 
wondrously like the witches of an elfin tale. 

As for Easgrad, it appeared one vast armoury, and the 
lusty ring of hammers, and the glowing forms of burly 
smiths, were everywhere ; and the roaring furnaces, with 
bare-armed prentices running to and fro, showed briskly 
through many an open doorway. 
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The post-house, however, was a shocking little den of filthy 
discomforts, and nothing could be got to eat there. We had 
also quite a negotiation about horses. We watched its 
progress, amused enough, while the armed men piled up the 
vood fire for us, — the high-capped Tatar sugaring our tea. 

We passed away from RasgrM into a vast plain, ^t to be 
the battle field of a world. It was covered with flocks 
and herds, with many signs of agricultural wealth ; but there 
▼ere no houses, and the people crowding together in towns, 
and flying the open country, gives evidence enough of the 
"Hnsettled state of the laws. 

We met here long trains of baggage-waggons of the 
Turkish army. They were all drawn by bullocks, and 
sfcraggled away over many a mile, in a manner unmilitary 
enough. My companion, who had witnessed the Eussian. 
occupation of the Principalities, could not help contrasting 
the arrangements of the two armies : I need hardly say 
how much it was to the disadvantage of the Turks. 

So we went rambling along with our souroudjee before us. 
He was dressed in thick felt boots, with leather over-boots, 
a short dark brown frieze jacket, light brown braided 
breeches, and a sheepskin saddle, with the wool turned 
outwards. A gay coloured handkerchief was bound round 
his turban, and a short wooden pipe was stuck in the nape of 
his neck. 

After all, we were only travelling with our guide and 
pack-horses, in the manner in which folk ti*avelled in 
England scarcely a hundred years ago ; and many a sign 
over a village alehouse, in far-away places, commemorates 
the existence of the British " Pack-horse." We sto[)ped at 
a pleasant Bulgarian village on this day, and entered one of 
the houses to lunch. It was full of women and children; a 
pretty half-civilized crowd. The hut seemed only one room, 
and that a poor one ; but having nothing to fear from us, 
one of the women soon opened a little concealed door, and 
crept through it on her hands and knees. It led to a large 
apartment beyond, where a bright fire was burning, and 
there were many signs of plenty. 

Here we ate some cheese and eggs. When we asked one 
of the women what was to pay, she smiled, and said, " Sen 
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bilirsen " (you know). We gave her about a shilling, with 
a handful of small Turkish coin, to the children. The air of 
comfort and abundance about the place was quite cheering. 

At night, we slept at a Turkish village, at the house of th« 
Aga, and the next morning rode into Roustchouk. 

This town is prettily situated in a charming valley, shel- 
Ting gradually down for several miles. The approach to ib 
in summer must be positively enchanting ; but now it was 
almost impracticable. The streets were absolutely a lake of 
mud, and to me there hardly seemed a fairly habitablo 
house in the whole town. 

I confess I could not take leave of Bulgaria without a ver/ 
much worse opinion of the Turks than I had acquired ia 
Asia Minor, or the Greek Islands. Even charity itself 
forgets indulgence, in contemplating a people whose pipes 
and ignorance have brought one of the richest countries in 
the world naturally to such a deplorable state as this : whila 
tawdry overpaid pashas, a shadowy building Sardanapalus at 
Constantinople, and the great diplomatist of Navarino and 
Sinope, are rejoicing thereat. 

The whole of this splendid province, with the exception of 
a mere patch here and there in the neighbourhood of some 
considerable town, looks as if fire and sword were constantly 
sweeping over it. It bears the mark of the violent Man's 
hand everywhere, and of the ruthless hoof of his horse. 
Where his brand has not stricken, yet the fear of it has 
dismayed men's hearts, and crushed their energies. There 
they sit beside their beggared hearths in stupid apathy, know- 
ing how worse than useless it would be to arise and go forth. 

So where the harvests should be springing greenly, where 
the mill should be turning on the breezy heath, and the 
homestead smiling by the road-side, where the mart should 
flourish, and should rise the palace of the prosperous, the 
wind wails only over a marshy waste, where the wild goose 
and the bustard wing their heavy flight, and the plover 
calls. 
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CHAPTER XXYI. 

The Danube. The author is uneasy in his mind. Discourtesy of the 
waves. Their marked inhospitality and intruaiveness. A WalU- 
chian postchaise — agricultural purpose for which it appears to have 
been constructed. A traveller's troubles. Misinterpretation of his 
agonised request, and his final mummification. A dark night. 
A groaning post-boy. 

The passage of the Danube cost us a ducat, or about ten 
shillings, and we were glad to escape from the comfortless 
filth of Roustchouk on any terms. 

We passed over to Giorgeva in a sort of barge with six oars, 
and I should think that the passage was often very danger- 
ous at this season of the year. We escaped indeed, with a 
severe ducking, but I must allow that my mind was by no 
means easy with respect to the security of our conveyance 
upon several occasions. The current was not only strong, 
but the wind set dead against us, ^.nd in the middle of the 
stream their allied forces whirled our heavy boat about like 
a cockle-shell, and the waves swept over us in the most 
uncourteous way possible ; once also we got the heavy swell 
of an Austrian steamer as it passed down the stream, towing 
boats laden with provisions for the Turkish army, on its 
toilsome way to the Crimea. 

However, we arrived in about an hour at Giorgeva, 
dripping and bedraggled enough. Two Austrian officers on 
the shore immediately addressed some questions to us, I 
forget what, but I remember well how pleasant and homely 
the well-remembered Viennese accent sounded on my ears. 

There is a capital hotel at Giorgeva, and we might have 
had excellent quarters there, but the weather was so com- 
fortless, that on the whole we decided it would be better to 
push on to Bucarest at once. 

In pursuance of this design we ordered post-horses, and 
after waiting for about an hour, three small wooden trucks, 
each drawn by four small ponies, came rattling to the door. 
They appeared to me to be some species of agricultural con- 
veyance for manure, and each of them was filled with short 
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rotten straw, that it was difficult to imagine answering 
any other purpose. On learning that they were Wallachian 
post-chaises, in which we were about to perform a journey of 
fifty miles, we could scarcely conceal our dismay and aston- 
ishment. We could easily have jumped over them back- 
wards, but to ride in them without being nailed to the 
loose boards, and these, being tied on to the axle, and 
this again to the post-boy by a cord, which secured also the 
horses, seemed impossible. A wheel indeed came off while 
one of them was clattering up to the door ; but nobody 
seemed to pay any attention to this circumstance, and it 
was soon put on again. 

At last we started — ^but I cannot describe the journey ; 
how, after five minutes, which nearly dislocated every bone 
in my skin, I implored the postboy to spare my life ; 
how he interpreted this agonized request into an angry 
command to go on ; how he did go on, till I was 
nearly choked with pain and laughter ; how subse- 
quently I crawled out quite mummified, and leaving 
my companion (who had learned to sit more judici- 
ously than I had been doing), to proceed on his journey 
alone ; how I dragged my discomfited steps back to 
Giorgeva, and finally obtained a better if a slower carriage ; 
how I passed an endless black marsh, through moaning 
winds and rains ; how my new coachman was a dreary 
young fellow, who stopped the machine every two or three 
minutes to ease his mind by a most unearthly groan and 
shudder ; how I was apprehensive that he was attacked by 
the cholera, and that he would drive me into a bog, where 
my cap, resting on the surface, would tell the snipes only of 
the fate of the solitary English gentleman ; and how, after 
twenty- four hours of positive suffering, my melancholy 
driving boy bumped me over the streets of Bucarest into the 
excellent h6tel de Londres. 

The fact is, travelling in these countries is really a serious 
business, and I do sincerely return thanks to Providence for 
my safe arrival at the Wallachian capital. A man who goes 
from Bath or Manchester to London nods pleasantly to his 
brother who went there yesterday, and tells his wife to be 
sure not to wait up for him, for that he shall return by the 
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mail tram, which will not arrive till such o'clock at 
night. So away he goes, and nobody thinks about him. 

But here the parting &om a dear friend must be often 
very touching, and it is small wonder that it has supplied 
such exquisite food for song and story. Perchance the 
traveller who last passed over the same ground incurred 
serious peril to person or property. 

The brother of the adventurous gentleman may have left 
his home for a short journey, and been never seen again 
alive or dead ; all can realize the perils of the enterprise on 
which he is about to embark. There are rapid rivers to be 
crossed, and undrained marshes, and mountain precipices. 
There are the dangers of flood, and fell, and faltering steed ; 
of sickness where there is no help, and of those numerous 
bands of robbers, who form quite a recognised class of the 
population of the country. So it is, that a journey of a few 
score leagues in an uncivilized land is almost as hazardous aa 
a voyage from Britain, in search of the north-west passage. 
Bat enough. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

Capnan Bncarest. The worst of Murray's hand-books. Sweeping 
censure by an unknown individual. Christian policy of Kussia. 
Registrars of small scandals. Consular frankness. My friend's 
acquaintance. A veiy honest man who was a judge. He insists 
on the usual bribe. Selecting a verdict. Confusion in the world's 
affairs created by the smallness of the Grey fiiimily. Charming 
anecdote of a French statesman. 

In the worst of Murray's handbooks some dull contributor 
of routes has said, " Bucarest is the residence of an English 
eonsul, and the most dissolute town in the world." He pru- 
dently confines his remarks, however, to a few lines, and I 
am much inclined to doubt if he was ever there at all. 

Such a statement occurring in a book, which Mr. Mur- 
ray's name has introduced to the public notice, is almost as 
mischievous, as silly and imtrue. It is precisely one of 
those calculated to create stupid international antipathies^ 
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and to further no other purpose under the sun. The &ct is, 
there are no most dissolute or least dissolute places in the 
world : mankind are very much the same everywhere ; and 
we shall find quite as much wickedness, if we care to go in 
the mud to hunt for it, in the county of Middlesex, or the 
department de la Seine, as in both the Principalities put 
together. 

The Wallachians seem to me, who am living among them, 
as kind-hearted and as simple a people as any I have ever 
known. There is a naive and delightful good-nature about 
them ; an unostentatious courage, and a patience under great 
national affliction, which it is quite touching to witness. 

The Principalities, notwithstanding their long connection 

with Bussia, are perhaps the most loyal portion of the 

Turkish dominions : yet the game which has been played 

I with them for generations, was positively diabolical The 

I policy of Bussia may be easily summed up. It was a deli- 

' berate and wicked attempt to depreciate the character of the 

I whole Bouman race. It worked wholly by corruption and 

sinister influences. It not only connived at the foulest 

I public abuses, but it absolutely supported and invented them, 

even when no end was to be gained by it. 
\ It is needless, however, for it would be as tedious as un- 

;' profitable, to enter into this question. The Foreign Office 

I must understand it well enough now, and the public can see 

by the issue of it. 

In mere light, sketchy pages like these, I can only speak 
of the social character of the Wallachs, and to that I am 
boimd to bear the very highest testimony. All well- 
informed strangers living here unhesitatingly concur in it. 

One gentleman of great repute, who has lived here twenty 
years, told me but yesterday, " I have heard a great deal of 
evil about Wallachian society, but I certainly never knew of 
any." Now this is precisely what may be said of any capi- 
tal in the world ; and those who keep a register of small 
scandals, and then publish it, will not shake the faith to be 
attached to the evidence of such a witness as this. 

I suspect the corruption of manners which has been so 
impudently charged, especially against the Wallachians, will 
be found almost wholly among the men in office, who all 
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belong to the Russian party. There is great mismanage- 
ment of the public money ; but we must not forget that 
Wallachia has not only the curse of being a Turkish pashaHk 
upon it, but, to all intents and purposes, it has been hitherto 
under the blasting influence of Russian rule also. Such a 
deplorable state of things, such a government, and such a 
" protectorate," probably never j)aralysed the good energies of 
any country in the world, at any time which I can call to 
memory. 

The highest offices of the church and state were sold 
openly ; and sold on such terms that their honest and pure 
administration was impossible. Anything like constitutional 
opposition (though the Principalities had constitutions), 
anything like patriotic resistance, or effective remonstrance, 
against the worst of the worst things which might happen, 
was out of the question, as it was sure to incur the severest 
penalties which could, by any stretch of the law, be applied 
to the case. 

The prince, or the Russian consul, who meddled in every 
thing, sent at once for the offender, and told him frankly, 
" If you do not alter your conduct we will ruin you" — and 
they did so. They employed people to bring the absurdest 
claims against the object of their dislike, and the decisions of 
the courts were always against him. They violated the 
privacy of his home, and interfered with his domestic rela- 
tions ; they sent policemen to his house, on frivolous pre- 
texts, at all hours of the day and night. If he left the 
country, which he probably did, in despair, it was not difficult 
to find out where he went, and he was still worried and 
watched by the Russian authorities. 

A friend of mine knew a very honest man who was a 
judge. Having a cause, however, of some importance to 
bring before him, he called on him with the customary bribe. 
The judge at once refused to accept it ; but it so happened 
that there arose some delay in the matter, and, a few months 
afterwards, he had occasion to call again on the judge, who 
now grown warm in his office, had altogether changed his 
opinions, and bargained for his honour with all the coolness 
of a practised huckster. He also assured his visitor that 
the simis he himself was obliged to pay the authorities over 
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him rendered honesty impossible. In a word, if he were 
just he must lose his place, if corrupt he could keep it. 

It must be remembered that these are not random state- 
ments of current scandals, they are facts, I have received 
on the fidth of some of the first gentlemen in the country. 

So the gay, splendid, easy Wallachians cultivated the light 
study of French philosophy, and shrugged their shoulders 
with wonderful good temper at what could not be helped. 

If one Boyard was so unfortunate as to be at litigation 
with another, each knew perfectly well that a decision in his 
fevour could only be obtained by bribing the judges, and 
whoever bribed highest was sure of any verdict he selected, 
wholly irrespective of the justice of his claim. It was satis- 
factory to know this beyond dispute, because it enabled a 
man to arrange with his adversary at once. He had only to 
consider the amount which would be required for the pur- 
pose of influencing the court before which the affair would 
have to be brought, and then reflect if the value in dispute 
were lesser or greater. There was no alternative. 

An oflficer in the public service who received only a salaiy 
of five hundred ducats a year, as salary, was indeed very well 
understood to make ten thousand ; but it must by no means 
be forgotten, that the price he paid for his situation in the 
first instance, was also based on these emoluments. A petty 
official, who was enabled to measure the public lands by a false 
measurement, and then dispose of them by private contract 
for almost any price he pleased, was by no means the insig- 
nificant person he seemed to the uninitiated. His friendship 
was precious, his alliance as honourable as that of a French 
fexmer-general in the eighteenth century. 

It is not very long since the government of every state in 
the world was almost a like marvel of iniquity. Who does 
not know how Walpole and Newcastle packed the House of 
Commons? What was the conduct of Lord Castlereagh 
in Ireland 1 and were there not, but a very little time 
ago, men still in office who had been colleagues of Lord 
Melville 1 

The infamy of a government, however, is no argument for 
the depravation of a people. There are men in the princi- 
palities as honest and high-minded as Hampden and Falk- 
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land ; women who liave acted a part in beautiful unwritten 
episodes of history, as noble as that of Lady Eachel BusselL 
Men who, in times of cruel public trouble, have passed 
calmly into beggary and exile for the sake of truth, and 
who have laid down their lives with a heroism as lofty as 
that of More. 

Men must not be charged with participation in evil merely 
because they are too weak to resist it, and see no present 
means of help ; or ladies be brought to shame for the lively 
doings of a few milliners and actresses. 

I believe, that the generally- received ideas about the 
KoumaDS must have come from Constantinople. In that case 
I can understand them. It must have appeared singular to 
the masters of Turkish harems, that there existed even 
within the empire of the Sultan, a people whose women did 
not require to be imprisoned into chastity j and who could 
actually mingle among men at dances and banquets, keeping 
themselves pure in thought and deed. They were unable to 
grasp a fact which appeared to them so remarkable, and 
which the warm inclinations of their own ladies, whenever 
accident placed them for a moment at liberty, had taught them 
to consider at variance with one of the first laws of nature. 

Anastatius Hope tells a story of a Turk who made the 
most inadmissible proposals to the wife of an English minis- 
ter, because he saw her dancing at a ball. The Turks who 
came to Bucarest brought the same ideas with them. They 
knew nothing of distinction of ranks among women, or the 
purifying influence of education, for they themselves often 
married their slaves; and, whether slaves or not, their 
women were utterly untaught in all arts save those of the 
kitchen and the harem. In all countries there are women 
who set themselves up for sale without passing into bondage. 
The Turkish pasha or tax-gatherer, who was sent into the 
Principalities, soon became a rich man, so that it became by 
no means remarkable that discreditable negotiations of this 
kind sliould be opened with him at Bucarest, as certainly as 
they would be in London or Paris. Yet we should be 
astounded enough to hear a Turkish ambassador libel English 
ladies merely because he had received an ill-spelled letter 
from Miss Merritoes, of the Theatre Boyal Yictona. 
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But, someliow or other, it always happens that we are slow 
to apply to other cases the lenient rules which appear to hold 
perfectly good in our own. It requires some one every now 
and then to cast up the log for us, as it were, and set us right 
about our neighbours. I shall be glad, then, if anything I 
have written may remove the foul stain which vulgar igno- 
rance and ungenerous credulity has dared to attach to the 
name of a whole people. 

I confess to a peculiar affection for the Wallachians. Per- 
haps none of the many various and conflicting races scattered 
over the vast surface of the Turkish empire, are more curious 
and interesting or so little known. It is positively heart- 
rending to witness the melancholy state to which they are 
reduced. Let us hope that whenever negotiations for peace 
shall be fairly on foot, something may be done for them. 
One is sorry to see, however, that in one of the articles of 
that puzzling Vienna treaty of December, a commission was 
appointed to inquire into their affairs, composed of Count 
Buol, M. de Bourquenet, and no less musical a genius than 
Lord Westmoreland. Of course, we can have nothing to do 
with the official appointments of foreign nations ; but most 
persons will make an indignant protest against Lord West- 
moreland having any power in another matter of which he 
can possibly know nothing. 

There is a gentleman at Bucarest who should certainly 
represent us in this matter, if we have the smallest regard 
for our national character or the abstract interests of truth. 
A gentleman whom twenty years' acquaintance with the 
affairs of the Principalities has qualified with a varied expe- 
rience; a man of clear views and sound intellect; whose 
influence and popularity in these countries is only equalled 
by his rare merit, and stainless integrity. 

But, then you see, his name is not Grey, nor is he in any 
way connected with " the family," which makes his employ- 
ment in diplomacy out of the question ! It is a sad thing 
for the interests of mankind that " the family " is not 
larger ! Suppose every sensible man were required, by law, 
to maiTy into it 1 Perhaps we might get on then ! 

The Wallach has not the arrogant howling nationality of 
the Greek. He is simply a quiet, modest, reasonable man, 
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that it was built on tLe site of a village which once belonged 
to an individual named Bukor. 

I am not prepared to enter into this dispute with that 
vivacious acrimony becoming a man of letters, treating a 
subject on which few people can set him right, but personally 
I confess, I incline rather to the opinion of M. Ko^nitchan, 
for the capital of Wallachia is, I verily believe, the liveliest 
place under the sun. 

For my part, I think cold and gaiety go together. Hun- 
gary, Poland, Russia, Sweden, all the northern countries 
indeed, are as merry as can be on every possible occasion, 
while the warmer climates seem to have nothing more 
amusing than standing about in balconies, and looking out of 
window. 

I came home from a ball some time among the small hours, 
and now though it is but eight o'clock in the morning, 
the look-out from my bedroom is quite strange to me. I do 
not appear to have been introduced to it in fact, and eye it 
with the suspicious wonderment of a child before a dissolving 
view. 

My neighbour over the way, whom I remember very well, 
yesterday morning, a dirty hulking fellow with mud boots 
up to his hips, has become quite a respectable burgess in 
appearance. His nose is blue, his cheeks are red, he is clean 
and brisk ns may be. His wife, the slatternly down-at-heel 
female whom I perfectly recollect floundering disconsolate 
about her premises any time since I came down here ten 
days ago, seems positively braced up, and hardened into a 
buxom body enough. 

Ah ! it is the snow ! I understand it all after I have 
rubbed my eyes, and smoked a waking-up pipe. During 
the five or six hours I have been asleep, the ornamental uphol- 
sterers and decorators of nature have been at work so steal- 
thily that they have quite taken me by surprise, and there 
lies their dazzling handiwork four inches thick on my 
window-sill. 

Well, I am agreeable ; we shall have some sledging in a 
day or two, and after all I shall witness one of the merriest 
national pastimes here. 

The snow is indeed the most welcome of visitors. Yester- 
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day tlie mud lay a foot deep in tlie streets^ and it "was quite 
a nice matter to sit in a carriage without digging your 
elbow every now and then into the ribs of any gentleman 
rash enough to act on the belief that there would be a 
vacant seat beside you. In point of fact, the vacant seat 
was altogether a delusion and a snare. The largest carriage 
was not large enough for the smallest individual ; in the 
course of less than five minutes he infallibly went bumping 
oyer every part and portion of it. He knocked his elbow in the 
most uncompromising way against the apron-hooks or the 
window-sills, according to the nature of the conveyance. I had 
personally to deal with apron-hooks, and very exasperating 
they were, especially when they got hold of my funny-bone, 
and gave it a tug more than ordinarily severe, as we tumbled 
through a rut deeper than usual 

Also I heard a story on the faith of an Austrian officer 
awfully arrayed, that a party of soldiers sent on some 
service or other to a village, not an hour's ride from Bucarest, 
actually got bogged in the mud, and were obliged to be 
drawn out by oxen and ropes. I heard likewise, upon credible 
authority, of a drunken man, who fell down and was 
smothered, and died in the mud before he could be rescued. 
In a word, there is no end to the stories I have heard about 
the mud, and I am very glad to see that the clerk of the 
weather has taken example by the late Sir Walter Raleigh, 
and thrown down a very elegant white cloak to shield the 
steps of the queens of Bucarest from its profanation. 

There is another advantage about the snow, which I am 
sure will be appreciated by every lady and gentleman in 
good society, it will supply the readiest and most lively topic 
of conversation for many daya The talk about the mud was 
nothing to it It will cut out the mud as completely as 
Mr. Blank cut out his colleagues (in every sense of those 
words) of that wonderful Dash administration, which 
astounded mankind a year or two back. 

Besides, the mud was such a dreary aSalr. It required a 
robust and energetic cheerfulness of constitution to get the 
smallest hilarity out of it. If you tried the most modest of 
jokes on the hateful subject, the ladies cast down their eyes 
on the pretty dresses fresh from Paris (as most things are 
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here indeed, from gloves to manners), and reproved yoiir 
unreasonable attempts at levity with a sigh that was quit« 
excruciating. The sky also did not add, by any means, to 
the popular pleasantry. It was usually of a dull, heavy, 
half-mourning colour, and appeared to be made to order for 
the customers of Messrs. Somebody k Co., of the funeral 
establishment, in Regent-street. I am told, however, that 
we shall have the merriest weather in the world now, when 
the snow-storm ceases j and I feel inestimably grateful, not 
only for having something to talk about, but for the improved 
means of transit, in going from houSe to house to say it. 

By the way, what a convenient resource those neutral 
topics of conversation are to the wisest and wittiest. The 
rain, the wind, the mud, the snow, the sun, the showers, 
all those valuable items which go to make up that glorious 
whole, " the weather." I look upon them as so many refuges 
for destitute visitors. They are half-way houses, where one 
can nod good-humouredly to the dullest intellect, and hob a 
nob with it without being obliged to ask it home to dinner-*^ 
clubs where a lord may meet a poet, without being promptly 
required to read the latest and most incomprehensible edition 
of his works. 

A judicious person, who will only give himself the trouble 
to collect a small stock of approved puns on this subject, 
may pass for a wit all his life on the strength of them. The 
joke about the heat, which did the most arduous service 
last year, may be brought out again quite fresh this summer ; 
for perhaps there are not half-a-dozen good things ever said 
which can be remembered twelve months by anybody but a 
professed diner-out. All an intelligent talker about the 
weather will have to do, therefore, is not to bring out his 
stock of July goods in December, which would infallibly 
spoil all. 

In truth, however, the most original genius wants a good 
ready serviceable subject of conversation for strangers. It 
is impossible to run wildly up to a man and ask him bluntly 
what are the " four points" of those mysterious and puzzling 
treaties negotiated by his Excellency Lieutenant-General 
the Earl of Fiddlededee, at Vienna. You cannot tell a 
lady briefly that you have called on her for no other 
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purpose than to be asked to her ball next Thursday, because 
Mrs. Titania has told you she was going there. You capnot 
abruptly say, " Hunks, my boy, I am going to overdraw my 
account a few hundred pounds next week, and I shall not be 
able to pay up again till next rent-day, or the week after." 
You cannot say plumply, " Sir, I have come to ask you why 
you have been turned out of the ministry, or if there is any 
truth in the report that your brother is to be dismissed from 
his command in the Yellow Sea." 

On the contrary, it is in the highest degree necessary to 
beat blandly about the bush. The world does not love too 
much straightforwardness. It prefers to be tickled, and it 
must and it will be tickled by all who wish it well, or them- 
selves either. 

Then again, on the most ordinary occasion, I think I have 
seen people in the best regulated families who positively 
appear to lay in wait to catch a talker tripping. Advance 
the most patent fact, and they bristle up to dispute it. 
Utter the purest sentiment, and they sneer at it. Be witty, 
and they are huffed. Be grave, and they yawn. Be friendly 
or confidential, and behold you will find every word that 
you say weighed in an unjust balance, and carried a scan- 
dalous cheat, perhaps precisely where you are most anxious 
for golden opinions. One has to deal with so many of these 
people, that it is positively necessary to be armed at all 
points in treating with them. To measure words as more 
precious than jewels, to recollect everything said, and so 
convict them of wilful and wicked lying when they grow 
spiteful. 

It is not pleasant to go into such companies, the mind gets 
into a sort oi stocks ; but this is not to be helped now and 
then. 

Lastly, if you do not wish to commit yourself with a 
person whose alliance or good-will is doubtful, a chat about 
the snow, adroitly managed, will let you into as many 
glimpses of the heai*t as if you tried with labour and dis- 
cordant clank to hammer away till you made a hole in it, on 
some more compromising and important point. 

People very soon understand each other ; and no matter 
what they tcdk about, their secrets will peep out if they 
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concern yon, and yon watch for them. Who does not 
remember even the sneeze of the old Scotch wife in the story, 
whose husband averred himself satisfied with that ambiguous 
concession, when he was assured that it came from her heart. 
Lest, however, I should appear to be growing a trifle too 
obscure for plain every-day people, I will give an example to 
show what I mean. Loq. : — 

Jvdidoua Individfual, — '^ A snowy morning % * 

HostUe PaHy.—'' Hah ! " 

Dry diUo, — " Hum 1 do you think so T 

Ccmtwus ditto, — " I have not observed it." 

Caustic ditto,— '*Yery odd." 

J^eutral diUo, — « Yes." 

Polite ditto. — " Extremely so." 

Friendly ditto, — " Very 1 What a bore ! it will cut up 
the hunting." 

Cordial ditto. — " I believe you, my boy ; jolly times for 
boys and snow-balls. Come and look at my new stables, 
there is a capital place for a weed on the corn-bin, and I 
want your advice about my little bay mare's off fore-leg." 

So on; and a clever conversationist can find out on what 
ground he stands in the twinkling of a bedpost. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

The Boyard explains why Britain should be just. He appropriates to 
his own use an idea on free-trade belonging to her Majesty's subjects 
in Manchester. He hints at the difficulty of buying cottons with- 
out money. The paradise of Jewish gentlemen and purgatory of 
landholders. We are abruptly asked to establish a free govern' 
ment without paying for it. The Sultan of Morocco ; his interests 
have been disgracefully neglected by the Western Powers. Shock- 
ing indifference of the Wallachians about titles. Have and want. 
Crowded state of the Bussian road to honours. The price of knight- 
hood. The author listens benignly while the Boyard breaks forth 
in obstreperous panegyrics of the British nation. 

But how and why should England assist you 1 The latter 
is really the question likely to be asked by our plain prac- 
tical public men. We have sympathy, indeed, with oppressed 
nationalities, and should be glad if they could better them* 
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selves in a quiet sensible way ; but I doubt if we are likely 
to help them without a very sufficient reason. 

"We know that," answered the Boyard gravely, "but 
the question stands thus : — England is becoming every year 
less and less of an agricultural country, while our people are 
altogther labourers on the soiL There is no country better 
fitted in the world to be one of your principal granaiies 
than ours, supposing the free navigation of the Danube 
and the Black Sea were once fairly assured. The united 
population of Wallachia and Moldavia is scarcely four millions, 
and our corn lands could support at least twenty millions. 
The riches of our soil are almost incredible, yet we had 
miles and miles of it untilled, while even the hardiest 
portion of your countrymen, the bone and sinews of your 
land, were emigrating in hundreds of thousands from dbeer 
starvation; and you spent eight million pounds in one 
year without relieving the frightful sufferings of the 
Irish. 

" But we have not a manufactory in the land, and we do 
not want one. We have too much employment on the farm 
to be able to spare hands for the loom. Almost every 
manu&ctured article comes to us from abroad. We import 
our shoes, stockings, hats, gloves, and clothing generally ; 
our saddle-horses and carriages, saddlery, guns, and cutlery ; 
our plates, dishes, linen, and glass ; our furniture and uphol- 
stery ; our watches, clocks, and jewellery j our paper, ink, 
beer, wine. We import even, I am afraid, our conversation 
and ideas ; we are made to be friends ; we have what you 
want and will want, more and more ; you have almost all 
that we require. Free trade and a sound commercial treaty 
between us would secure you on the one hand from famine, 
and us from financial ruin on the other. 

" For we cannot always go on buying foreign manufactured 
goods without selling our own corn. The effects of this war 
have been fearful for us j some of the wealthiest of our 
nobles have been forced to sell their estates, our traders are 
on the yerge of ruin. But for the consumption of the armies 
we could hardly have held out at all ; this has helped us a 
little, but only a little. 

" Money is at legal interest of only ten per cent., but really 
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it is hardly to be obtained now under thirty, and that on 
good security. Who can improve his estate if he is obliged 
to borrow at this rate ? "We must soon grow parsimonious, 
content with the little moneys we can raise from our semi- 
waste lands, and stand still in a half-barbarous state, while 
all the world is going on. 

" Yet we are not a poor country. If you give us our inde- 
pendence we shall not ask you for a loan to support it, as 
Greece did. We have money, we have very extensive lands 
and forests of public right, the annual value of which would 
be quadrupled under fair management. We ask you only 
to regulate our form of government at starting ; not, by any 
means, to pay for it afterwards. You might help us, as I 
have explained, with advantage to yourselves, for you would 
thus open a new, or at least a more extensive market for 
the goods with which the warehouses of your manufacturers 
are gorged ; and you might aid us without the smallest sacri- 
fice of any kind 

" Turkey has no rights over the government of our country. 
She is, indeed, bound most stringently not to interfere with 
it, however often she may have done so. The relations 
between us stand thus. We have agreed, by repeated treaties, 
to acknowledge her nominal supremacy, and to pay her a 
trifling annual tribute in consideration of being protected 
against the encroachments of Austria and Russia. We have 
fulfilled our part of the contract, how she has performed hers 
let history tell you. 

"In like manner Sweden and Denmark, dreading the 
depredations of the Barbary Corsairs, agreed once upon a 
time to pay tribute to the Emperor of Morocco. About ten 
years ago, however, perceiving that the Moors were no 
longer terrible, they abruptly ceased this tribute, and the 
nations of Europe held that they did quite right. No Chris- 
tian ally of the Emperor of Morocco ever dreamed of inter- 
fering in the matter, and there it ended We do not, 
however, propose to take the sensible course adopted by 
these powers for a precedent. We will be content to hold 
by the condition of a compact wrung from us dunng a 
panic felt by all the chivaliy of Europe in the fourteenth 
century. We have not the smallest objection to continue 
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payment of tlie tribute if we can obtain a guarantee that 
we shall be no longer treated as a Turkish pashalick, and 
that the Porte will keep her faith as we keep ours. 
But Turkey wants money, and we have it to give her. 
It is the opinion of all our best men that it would be safer 
and wiser to purchase the quit-rent we pay to Turkey for 
our country, say at fifteen or twenty years' value. 

" We should then become our own masters, and it is the 
general belief among us that we should be better governed 
by a foreign ruler. Call him duke, prince, or hospodar, as 
you wilL Yet we have not cast our eyes on any particular 
prince ; and it is possible, that if the supreme power were 
only made hereditary in any one of our four or five principal 
families, the government would work well after the first pangs 
of jealousy were over. Our young men are all for a repubUo 
and a presidency, with other Utopian schemes, for which 
we are by no means far enough advanced. This has injured 
us ; most of our youth were also compromised in the affair 
of 1848, and their elevation would be strenuously opposed 
by Russia and Austria. Our elders are objectionable from 
very different reasons ; few, perhaps none, have escaped the 
taint which attached to all our politicians of the last genera- 
tion. The antecedents of no family or man among us are 
completely satisfactory. 

" Our curse has been the instability of our government. 
There was always a possibility of overturning the reigning 
prince, by intrigues at Constantinople, St. Petersburg, or 
Vienna. There were always plenty of aspirants to power 
who desired to effect this. Hence the immense influence of 
the Bussian consul, who was always ready to offer the aid 
of the Czar to that party which promised most ; hence the 
base system of bribery and corruption, the intrigues and 
cabals at Stamboul ; hence the fierce jealousies among our 
principal families. No plain-dealing man could thrive in the 
country ; to be honest was to remain obscure. We have 
few public amusements, no clubs, no press, no literature, 
little education, and no political life worthy of the name ; 
we have been driven to trifling, gambling, and intrigue ; 
when infamy seemed the only road to honour, there were 
enough to take it. We have seen a father receive a Russiaa 
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deooratioii for his daughter's shame; rewards given for 
treason at the hearth to spies on their own kindred ; I have 
heard men of no mean position among us, boast of knavery 
which should have sent them to the ^lejs ; you will meet 
in the stateliest of our houses, men known to have committed 
burglaries, to have cheated at cards, spies, and ravishers of 
pure women. Eussia tried hard to degrade us as a 
people ; it is sharp to own that she succeeded, but it is 
true. 

" And so the honesty and intellect of our land cries aloud 
to you to save us. We love the French : most of our youth 
have been educated in Paris ; their minds have been formed 
by the great French authors, and they have been taught to 
think by her statesmen and publicists ; we love them for 
the brilliancy of their national character, for their light wit 
and graceful bearing, for their sparkling philosophy, for their 
chivalry and valour. But we do not look with more confidence 
than the rest of the world, on the stability of their govern- 
ment ; we cannot rely on them. France is fond of changing 
her political agents, and has often disavowed them when 
they promised us fairly ; therefore, all that is thoughtful and 
masculine in the land turns to great England, and our states- 
men and public men hope in you only. 

" Do with us as you will, we shall be contented. "We shall 
have no jealousy of a prince you may choose for us. We 
submit ourselves blindly to your guidance ; for we have 
long learned to respect and admire your good faith, and 
your unvarying honesty. We have read of the simple and 
manly eloquence of your Commons, till it has stirred our 
hearts like the call of a trumpet with a silver sound, and its 
echo will never die away from among us. There are great 
men in England whom we toast at our banquets, and honour 
in our homes ; who utter no public word we do not register. 
May they take compassion upon us, for our burthen is sore. 
As yet, the worst abuses of our worst governments are 
suffered to go on. There is a party, a small one now, it is 
the Russian party, who are interested in supporting them : 
who still look to St. Petersburg to renew their license to 
pillage, and our shame ; but the rest of us are listening with 
^aiched ears for only one word from you to bid us hope. 
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If it is spoken, our national troubles will dear away like the 
mists of the moming." 

So spoke the Boyard, as we scadded in our little carriage 
up and down the chaassety bowing to the fiedr ladies who 
drove there in crowds to show their loxury and beauty, 
and watching the Austrian officers as they rode aboat in 
CoTentry, no man speaking to them, or mixing with them. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

The author expresses a smgular opinion. Convenient course recom- 
mended to the reader. Kemarkable instance of national modesty. 
The author distressingly refers to the weary treaty of Balta Liman 
and " 1848." Agreeable prospect held out to the aristocracy, and 
becoming contempt for Uie people. Startling proposal for the 
abolition of monopolies. Life peerages, and other combustible 
matters. Raging of the Beforro fever, and necessity for quarantine 
on vessels from Galatz. Disposition of Wallachians to flare up and 
join the union. Good reasons for raising the value of house pro- 
perty at Bucarest expressed by the inhabitants of that capital. 
They propose to purchase an aUied army, and believe that Kussia 
is passing through a valuable course of study. Their reprehenbible 
project for curtailing a superfluous vice-royalty. Their present 
Tiolent pacification and wrathful hopes. 

The best way to find out what is really best to be done, in 
most cases, is to ascertain what the persons chiefly interested 
appear to want, and then to form our opinions on their own 
statement of their case, corrected by all we can gather 
likewise from unprejudiced people. 

I will endeavour to sum up, therefore, the questions re- 
lating to the Danubian Principalities in as short a chapter 
as possible, and the reader who does not consider himself 
interested, or who is disinclined to sit in judgment on these 
matters, may at once turn to the next. The Boyards, who 
represent all the education and intelligence of these countries, 
desire, in a word, a constitution and a foreign prince. 
They wish to purchase their independence of Turkey, by 
paying fifteen or twenty years of the tribute at once. They 
say that Wallachia and Moldavia^ joined together under 
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one goyemment, would make a respectable European states 
with a population of four millions. 

They desire that the supreme power should be made 
hereditary. They object to the principle of electing the 
sovereign, as disturbing men's minds, and wasting the public 
money. They assert that they shall never be able to agree 
on the choice of a native prince ; that the nomination of one 
would only excite dangerous jealousy ; and that there is no 
one among them fit, by his education or antecedents, for 
supreme power, or who would be able to secure the loyalty, 
or curb the license of the aristocracy, or be free from foreign 
influence and dishonest followers. 

A prince of one of the smaller powers, Belgium or 
Portugal, would appear to suit them best, as least likely to 
arouse the jealousy of the great powers, and most free from 
political bias towards Bussia or Austria. They do not 
require a prince of their own religion, but suggest that his 
children should be brought up in that faitl^ lest Eussia 
should, hereafter, endeavour to work on the religious feel- 
ings of the people, as she has hitherto done. They require 
a representative system, as most in accordance with the 
ancient traditions of the country ; for it was not till after 
the treaty of Balta Liman, that their general assemblies 
were suppressed, and they preserved a constitution which 
had many elements of freedom, till the luckless year of 
1848, when the rash torrent which destroyed so much 
liberty elsewhere, swept also over theirs. 

They propose to limit the right of voting to the higher 
classes, as the only persons yet sufficiently educated to exer- 
cise it ; all public schools having been abolished since 1848, 
and the ignorance of the people being as yet deplorable. 

They desire the abolition of slavery, and the establish- 
ment of perfect equality before the law. Equal taxation ; 
the abolition of vexatious privileges and monopolies ; the 
eligibility of all classes to all posts in the public service ; 
life peerages, conferring a seat in the chamber, as a meatxs of 
raising the importance of the nobility, who would now be 
the only class capable of checking any undue assumption of 
power on the part of the prince. They desire a sweeping 
gefcrm in all branches of the administration^ and that ability 
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or service rendered to tlie state, shall be the only claim for 
office ; a responsible ministry ; a chamber of which two- 
thirds shall be composed in equal parts of nobles and land- 
holders, and the remaining third of meritorious men, of 
whom no property qualification shall be required, but who 
shall not, nevertheless, be paid by the state ; finally, that all 
persons shaU be eligible to vote at the age of twenty-five, 
and to be elected at thirty. 

Bespecting the union of Wallachia and Moldavia, they 
assert that it is the ardent desire of all parties to see those 
two countries united. In 1817, when the Customs imion 
was proposed, it was carried without a dissentient voice, 
although it was disadvantageous, on the one hand, to the 
distillers of Wallachia, and to the trade in cattle of Moldavia. 
Every man was prepared to sacrifice a private interest for 
the public good. 

Bucarest is proposed as the capital of the new state, 
because it is the most popular and flourishing town. It has 
also the advantage of being removed at a safe distance alike 
from the frontiers of Austria, Russia, and Turkey, an 
advantage not possessed by Yassy, Galatz, or Ibraila, which 
have been put in competition with it. 

They consider that their safety would be assured by the 
establishment of a fortress at the mouths of the Danube, 
which should be garrisoned by British and French troops 
till they could organize a military force of their own ; for 
this they would agree to pay, and then, as they difier both 
in manners and sympathy from Bussia, they would oppose a 
formidable barrier to her encroachment, should she ever be 
disposed to forget the lesson she is now receiving. Lastly, 
there would be an immense saving of expense in the esta- 
blishment of a single government for the two states. Mean- 
while, as things now are, the Moldo-Wallachians will 
remain quiet just so long as they are coerced by foreign 
bayonets, and no longer. And this is briefly what the 
Boyards say. 
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CHAPTER XXXL 

The author bteomes excited on the subject of flirtation. His ardent 
attachment to female mle. An excellently confectioned lady. Th« 
]ine of beauty in eyebrows. A little china pot of complexion£^ 
price £5 58. Stnltz makes the man — the want of him the fellow. 
Advantages of politeness in society. The author professes an 
orthodox fisiith in tight boots. Gentleness of rival buiies. Their 
mutual tenderness. Their great sweetness of disposition ; and 
charity. The author puts on the black cap, and pronounces the 
extreme sentence of the law on the miscreant sincerity. Bisible 
wretchedness of Corydon and Phillis. A fashionable purveyor of 
delicacies. 

I CONFESS that I look upon a flirt as a public good. We 
must live a deal on the surface of things if we wish to live 
pleasantly. We cannot be always having ardent sentiments of 
strong friendship or sympathy for people we are not perhaps 
destined to talk to ten times in the course of our existence ; 
and yet the sooner we get on gay gossipping terms with 
them, when we do meet, the better. 

You and I, fair lady, know very well all about each other 
at a glance. I see that you are excellently confectioned, 
that you dye your eyebrows with much discernment, and 
after the most careful study of the line of beauty ; that you 
purchase your complexion at Ave guineas a little china pot, 
and that it must be, in short, rather a singular sight even 
for your French maid to see you pulled to pieces when 
you retire to your balmy couch at night. On the other 
hand, you perceive at once that my whiskers are very care- 
fully attended to ; that I have my hair made at Truefitt's ; 
the calves of my legs and the manliness of my chest by 
Stultz or Nugee. We do not deceive each other; and I 
take it that we really do not pretend to do so. But suppose 
we agree to treat each other as young people in the first 
blush of youth and beauty? why it will be a delightful 
entertainment for us, and nobody will be a loser. Each will 
have the satisfaction of quietly laughing at the other for an 
antiquated piece of absurd pretension, while our own personal 
vanity in our dear selves will be satisfied to intoxication. 
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Is not all this in far better taste, and more in accordance 
with the tenets of good society, than snuff-taking and indif- 
ference, to say nothing of wrinkles and bald heads. I am 
all for being young and merry. I intend to take a new lease 
of youth whenever the old one runs out. I wiU shave off 
my whiskers, and black my moustaches, and torture my 
toes as long as I live. I think it is very natural that other 
people should do the same. 

There are my worthy and estimable neighbours, for in- 
stance, on the ottoman in the corner; they are quite as 
much impressed with the truth of this philosophy as we 
can be. It is most refreshing to watch their animated con- 
versation ; animated in spite of a certain air of sentimental 
melancholy which seems to pervade it. Those excellent 
individuals were lovers just ten years ago, and one of them, 
no matter which, behaved about as badly as possible. Not- 
withstanding those ten long years, with all their change and 
circumstance, one of them entered the room with a quivering 
lip, and an eye which seemed unsteady enough, if you cared 
to watch it. But the other, an accomplished flirt, saw the 
game at once, and swooped upon it. The delicious pain is 
sinking deeply into the heart of the poor quarry now ; yet 
I am much mistaken if it will not turn out a sort of counter 
stimulant or homoeopathic remedy in the end. 

Beside them, and in affectionate discourse, are seated two 
ladies who have hated each other with extraordinary bitter- 
ness all their lives. They are sworn rivals and foes. They 
will positively spit fire about each other at dinner, and philo- 
sophical gentlemen sitting beside them at remote ends of the 
table will think with fear and trembling of the mordant and 
acrid gall in hostile ladies' hearts. Each of them is now making 
up a telling little anecdote about the other, to enliven the court, 
which will bow round her at her own tea-table after the 
theatre by-and-by : yet sisters who had grown up together, 
and who had had almost one heart and one mind from child- 
hood, could hardly chat together with more apparent joy and 
cordiality. Again, there are three gentlemen who have 
never entertained the same ideas on any given subject, and 
who are all strong thinkers. They have the very worst 
possible opinion of each other^ both privately and publicly. 
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They know all about each other, and very much more than is 
true. Each religiously believes that if the other had hiB 
deserts he would be at Jericho, to use the mildest expres- 
sion ; yet look how . those three white waistcoats cluster 
together, and penetrate the dark secrets of the hearts which 
beat beneath them, if you can. 

Contrast those amiable and lively folk with the dull ones 
who have not yet learned the delightful art of flirting. With 
Dumps and Doleful, neither of whom would cast a single 
look at even the stads in the other's shirt-front for any 
consideration whatsoever ; who are always sparring when- 
ever they meet ; who are a nuisance to the hosts who ask 
them to the same party, imsuspicious of their feud, and who, 
in fact, rather disturb the harmony of the evening by their 
determination to leave him no longer in ignorance. Com- 
pare our frolicsome friends with Corydon and Phillis, who 
have an unfortunate attachment at which everybody is 
laughing, because of their indiscreet efforts to conceal that 
which has been town-talk these three months. If the lady 
would banish those quick-coming blushes, and her absent 
air. If she would contrive to answer not quite so much at 
cross purposes to the mischievous dandy who has been sent 
by an opposition coterie to harry her. If she would tell 
Corydon plainly to lead her into dinner, give him her gloves 
and her handkerchief to take care of without the smallest 
embarrassment, both of them would pass a most invigorating 
evening, and nobody would trouble himself or herself any 
further about them. As it is, look at that little Jcnot of 
sparkling plagues who have got poor Corydon in the midst 
of them, and pity him ; for his shepherd wit is no match for 
the light dashing attacks of those pitiless amazons. I should 
never be surprised at his getting into a scrape. Perhaps 
three days hence he will receive by some mysterious hand a 
passionate note from his distracted Phillis. She will im- 
plore him as a personal favour, and as the least he can do to 
repair the frightful mischief he is now committing, only just 
to make the grand tour as the only means left of delivering 
her from the sharp persecution of envious tongues. Twenty 
years hence, may be, Corydon and Phillis will compare notes, 
and by that time having learned more of the hidden things 
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of life, especially with respect to flirting, they will wonder at 
their own simplicity. Wonder at it, though with a kind of 
pitying love for themselves, as they are now. 

" But, princess, do you vouchsafe me no word to-night 1 
I have watched for a vacant chair beside you almost long 
enough to deserve one." 

" You think the martyrdom of ten minutes* conversation 
with Madame Zoe sufficient to deserve a smile from me ; 
you value it highly ; but tell me, is not the dear countess 
growing deaf?" 

" Deaf ! what a delicious calumny ; what ingenious pur- 
veyor of delicacies has brought it to youl" 

« Les on dits." 

" Charming tattlers 1" 

" But did you not notice it yourself?" 

" Can I see spots in the sun f 

" Nay, scarcely, when you are dreaming, as you were just 
now." 

" Is it not well to dream in the presence of a cruel reality ? 
Perhaps it would be better if I were dreaming still (the 
princess is forty-seven)." 

" For your eyesight ?" 

" Which is dazzled ; and for my heart, in pain." 

" Quel galant homme !** 

" One must be rough indeed not to find gallantry beside 
your highness; and I have been banished from your boudoir 
an age — ^these three days !" 

" A t^luntary exile. Come to dinner to-morrow ; I will 
ask Madame Zoe." 

" I will come even on conditions, since there is no perfect 
happiness in the world; no manna at Bucarest, and no 
opera in Arabia the blessed; and no peace for the swain 
who " 

** There is a leaf from one of my camelias fallen I Poor 
flower !" 

" And happy I. How I watched it flutter to the carpet; 
and see, it sleeps secure among my tablets !" 

" Will you grant me a waltz to-morrow 1" 

" Do you deserve it ?" 

" Kay, that would be impossible to knightly worth !** 
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^ Artless diffidence ! For which dance do you ask ?" 

'' For which could I ask but the first 9 Though more 
than hope can dream, B}iis^/riend8hip less require V* 

^ But I shall not be there for the first." 

'* I mean, of course, the first after your arrival. The ball 
will not begin before — to me." 

*' Do you promise to make a concision for me ?" 

" I promise 1" 

" I accept then T 

So the promise for a waltz is chronicled, as the doors swing 
wide on their hinges, and the Albanian servants, all scarlet 
and gold embroidery, marshal us through hall and corridor 
to the banquet ; and the princess and I, being separated in 
the order of march, may say just the same things over again 
to our respective neighbours. 

Dear lady, am T then so old, 

A grandsire to reeemble ? 
You marvel that my words are cold. 

When they but fear to tremble. 

^s well for firiendship to be wise. 
And summon all his art, '^ 

When ladies have such dangerous eyes. 
And he so weak a heart. 

Blame not the vanquished wretch who flies 

A captive's doom or chain ; 
The doughtier hero who defies 

The peril oft is slain. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

Mr. Jones. His immaculate mediocrity. His consequence. His 
mysterious mission. His touching confidence in the Austrian* 
Prussian police. Profitable secrecy. Lord Fiddlededee. His 
private banker and confidential man. Messrs. Abraham, Isaacs 
and Jacob. Mr. Jones improves on acquaintance. He is not too 
clever. He condemns unorthodox things and people. His keen 
eye for his own interests. His unseen influence on society. He is 
Mrs. Grundy in blanks. 

Our merry little capital has been much impressed during 
these last few days, by the important advent of Mr. Jones. 
Mr. Jones is a British magnate ; in other respects truth 
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is long silent about him, tHough conjecture is busy. It has 
been surmised that Mr. Jones is passing through Bucarest 
for the purpose of taking the command in cliief of our 
armies in the Crimea. Some have been even heard to 
whisper that his destinies are yet higher, and that he has 
actually arrived for the purpose of replacing the British 
agent and consul-general for Wallachia. It has been hinted 
that he is a contractor on a large scale come to buy up all 
the food and clothes in the country. There have been 
meetings among the Jews and Greek corn-dealers, in con- 
sequence of the prevalence of this idea; but, in point of 
&ct, Mr. Jones's real mission is a mystery. 

His appearance was preceded by electric telegraphs, and 
special messengers came riding in hot haste with news of 
hun. A boat was sent up the Danube, in spite of the 
gathering frost, to meet him, and at last this coming man 
dawned upon Bucarest in two carriages and ten, a travelling 
cook, and a secretary. 

Expectation was on tiptoe, as well it might be, yet 
nothing transpired of the mysterious visitor. It was known 
that he was continually sending off despatches by the electric 
telegraph, and appeared likely to do so till further notice, 
with that reckless disregard of expense, supposed by 
foreigners to be so truly Britannic, but which might lead 
Britons to suspect that he had something to do with the 
concern. It is hinted, in well-informed circles, that the 
ofi^cer in charge of the telegraph was waylaid, and the con- 
tents of one of Jones's despatches extracted from him while 
in a state of panic from bodily fear. It is certain, at all 
events, that it transpired. It was written in mystic 
character, however, apparently, and so only to be read of 
course by the Austrian and Prussian police authorities^ 
through whom it will be transmitted with touching confi** 
dence. 

I am happy to be able to give the contents of that des- 
patch entire, as communicated to me by a personal friend, 
who had bribed the butler of a very important personage 
to obtain an authenticated copy :— - 

"1/1/55. R safe. Fine, frosty; no bother. Mr. 0. 
Trump. No difficulty whatever. Ten per cent, at leasts 

L 2 
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perhaps more. 36 flannel waistcoats. Eias Besay. Sih, 
Varna.* 

Sach 18 the whole of this remarkable docnment, and tlie 
sensation it has created among all classes here maj be better 
imagined than divined, — a sensation which has become 
almost painful, since it transpired that a letter has been 
received by Messrs. Abranam, Isaac, and Jacob, from their 
cousin, a gentleman of Caucasian origin, attached to our 
embassy at Timbuctoo, and who is veiy well known to be 
the private banker and confidential man of no less a per- 
son than his Excellency lieutenant-General the Eail of 
Uddlededee. 

The contents of this important missive, which arrived at 
midnight by a special courier, have not of course been made 
public. Messrs. Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, understand 
too well the necessity of preserving a sacred mystery on all 
diplomatic matters communicated to them by their distin- 
guished relative, to allow the exclusive information obtained 
at so much cost to become generally known. 

Sufficient that the head of the firm was thereby enabled 
to call on Mr. Jones, and display such an intimate knowledcre 
of his concerns, that this gentleman immediately found it 
neces-sary to take Messrs. Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, into 
his farther confidence. 

Couriers were therefore despatched immediately after the 
interview to Baron Benjamin, in London ; to Baron Methu- 
saleh, at Frankfort ; to Baron Mordecai, at Naples ; and to 
Baron Shadrack, in Paris, — all distinguished members of the 
great firm of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob ; but what may be 
the nature of these communications of course remains a 
mystery, — a diplomatic mystery, and probably a very pro- 
fitable one to Lieutenant-Greneral the Earl of Fiddlededee, 
and the eminent Jewish gentlemen in his confidence. 

Meanwhile Mr. Jones improves on acquaintance. He is 
a broad, square, powerful, handsome man, with a certain 
collected air and orderly manner of doing things, which is, 
I think, peculiarly English and imposing. He is not too 
clever. He has no prickly and uncomfortable ideas. All is 
smooth and rounded about him. He has a fair knowledge 
of most subjects, — brilliant thoughts upon none. I should 
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think that he had never said anything memorable in his 
life, and would assuredly never do anything great ; but I 
am not quite sure that it is necessary to do great things, or 
that genius adds a whit more to a man's social position than 
it does to his happiness. Perhaps really it is a stumbling- 
block in the way of both. Mr. Jones has a £Eiir average 
intellect, which is by far a better thing for him. He knows 
aU the last current news of London and Paris. It requires 
no effort to follow his talk. It is all on the beaten track 
and smooth highway. He has an even, easy, pleasant way of 
telling an anecdote, which bespeaks an habitual diner-out. 
He converses upon political subjects in an agreeable and 
moderate manner : he is enabled to do so from the constant 
rumination of the leading articles in the Tirnes ; but if you 
look for anything striking or original in his remarks, even 
on the subjects which interest him most, you will be of 
course disappointed. A man of the world could predict 
what Jones would say on any given topic \ and when he 
comes into the House of Commons, as is likely in the course 
of things, he will be looked upon as one of the most con- 
sistent, solid, and safe men of his party. 

Look where you will, turn him in your mind how you 
please, you will find no fault in Mr. Jones, or his antece- 
dents. The more you ask about him, the more you will learn 
to his advantage. Everybody speaks so well of him that 
he can hardly be a remarkable man, but he is certainly a 
most respectable one; 

He does not belong to one of those august and qu/aai royal 
families, whose scions people are always criticizing, and 
hating, and envying, when they get any of the loaves and 
fishes. He is in no way connected with the greedy place- 
hunting gang of the Greys. He is the son, and the younger 
son, of a poor lord, whose race have made no figure in public 
life for several generations. As the Honourable William 
Henry Jones, he belongs to the aristocracy, and cannot be 
sneered at as a vulgar dog, an upstart, a pa/rv&nAi : but his 
mother was the daughter of a cotton-spinner, and his uncles 
are in trade. His father is one of those poor but estimable 
men connected with the Presbyterian church party, for 
whom everybody feels a sort of kindness and good-will 
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There is & tnditioii thfti tlie aerenth Yifloount Kownmcopft 
behared remarkaUj well towBids Queen CSaroKiie, and 
ZMsied the oomi fiuHioa with laudable though ailcnt 
energy* 

There are those edll Hving who remember that hearty; 
honest old nobleman, and are pleased to see his son doing 
well in life,— especially as it is romonred he supports his 
sister% and that he helps on his brothers at the bar and in 
the army. 

Inde^ there is not a more satisfactoiy instance of the 
oextainty with which political honesty and resLstance to 
unjust things is rewarded in England than the distinguished 
career of most of the men who took such a forward part 
against the king in this instance, and the Joneses were not 
forgotten in the good things which fell so thick and fiist on 
Denman, Scarlett, and Brougham. 

Everything goes well with Jones. He sails with tbe 
stream, and goes as merrily on to fortune and repute as can 
be. He has friends in crowds, and a good word and a smile 
for every one of them. He is never abrupt and preoccupied 
with abstruse thoughts. He rouses no man*s jealousy ; he 
is always affable, courteous, gentle, and well-bred. He 
admires orthodox things : he condemns those at which the 
respectable portion of mankind set their faces. He is the 
oracle of elderly ladies, and the guardian of several young 
ones. A father could hardly give more excellent worldly 
advice to his son, than " Model your opinions on those of 
Jones, and change or modify them at the respectable time 
he does so, if you would do well in life. Depend upon it, 
that Mr. Jones and the majority of the world are always 
agreed about everything. You cannot do wrong if you follow 
him. If you differ, therefore, keep your ideas a profound 
secret, and get rid of them for being utterly unserviceable as 
soon as possible. 

" Above all, beware of incurring the hostility of Jones, by 
thwarting his interests in any way, — ^he has a remarkably 
keen eye for them. He is a much more influential man 
than ho seems ; and his wife has as good a position and as 
shaq) a tongue as any lady in Eaton-square. If you cross 
them, Mr. and Mrs. Jones will damn you with an efficacy 
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and qmetnde of condemnation which will dispose of yoa at 
once without benefit of clergy. You will be looked upon as 
a person altogether without the pale of good society. You 
have the bad word of Jones, the quietest^ best, most harm- 
less fellow in the world ; or Jones shrugs his shoulders, and 
declines to enter into the conversation when your name is 
mentioned,— that is enough. People do not desire to hear 
more. If they do, let them come next Sunday to one of the 
most careful and proper dinners in Belgravia. Jones is 
disengaged then, and woe betide the imprudent delinquent 
who has offended him, be the culprit who he may, — for 
Mr. Jones is Mrs. Grundy." 



CHAPTER XXXTTT, 

Our consular friends again. The chief of the police. An interesting 
fact about British subjects in Turkey. A Greek gent. He strikes 
an officer. He runs away ; and finds an asylum in his consulate. 
He sheds tears. A British sea captain. His unobtrusive demeanour 
in a foreign country. Fine instance of energy in a British yice- 
coBSuL An agreeable colleague in office. 

I AM aga or prefect of police in a town of Wallachia. It is 
not a very good business as times go. I have no power to 
repress abuses, or act for the public good, and the safety of 
persons or property here. The foreign consuls completely 
cow and override me. It is my opinion that if a foreign 
subject were to go about robbing and murdering at pleasure^ 
he would escape with impunity; indeed, foreign subjects 
have done so, and have escaped. 

Some time since, I detected several deliberate attempts to 
set the town on fire ; many of our houses are of wood, they 
would catch easily. I forbade smoking in the street; I 
found a person infringing this order ; I requested him to put 
out his cigar. He answered that I might forbid what I 
pleased to the Wallachians, but he was a Greek. I explained 
to him the reason of the order I had issued, and again de- 
manded his Gomplianoe. He was a more powerful man than 
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I am ; He struck me^ and ran away before tlie guard could 
come to my assistance. I am a man of high birth and £Eimily, 
and that blow was a cruel insult ; but I kept my temper. I 
did not draw my sword on him, as I might have done ; I did 
not order my men to shoot him down as a Kussian, an Aus- 
trian, or a Prussian officer would have done. I followed him 
home, and placed guards at his door. Then I complained to 
Prince G — , the Kussian general in command. 

" If you have been struck in your uniform, and in discharge 
of your duty, by a Greek, seize the culprit without scrupla 
A man dare to lay his hand on a uniform 1" cried the general, 
his very beard bristling with anger. 

Thus authorized, for I dared not have acted without, I 
returned to the house of the ruffian law-breaker. He had 
escaped through the window, and had gone of course to the 
house of the Greek consulate. I followed him, and found 
him crying and complaining frantically after the manner of 
his race. The Greek consul refused me admittance, and he 
quite sneered at any idea of giving up the culprit. So I 

returned again to the Prince G . "If the Greek 

consul refuses to give up a man who has dared to insult a 
uniform, take as many of my Cossacks as you please and 
force his house. If he still offers any resistance, bring him 
here, consul or no oonsnl." 

At the sight of the Cossacks, the Greek consul permitted 
me to arrest the man who had struck me ; but still he could 
not be punished without permission of the Russians. Now 
it was the time of the stavrophores ; a Russian therefore 
would hardly punish a Greek for striking a Wallachian. It 
is needless to say the man escaped. 

Do you think the Austnans are any better ? A few days 
since I was called suddenly out of the theatre by the report 
of a fire. I immediately desired one of my attendants to 
call my carriage, that I might hasten to the scene of disaster. 
My carriage has right of precedence over every other ; I do 
not often assert this right. It would be absurd on most 
occasions, but when engaged on pressing public business I 
am of course obliged to claim it. The way was blocked 
up by the fiacres of several Austrian officers. Beyond the 
theatre door was a sea of mud, and it rained in torrents. 
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" Way for tlie Aga's carriage T shouted my men. The 
coachmen of these officers knew me very well, but not a man 
moved. They said they were Austrian subjects, ^and waiting 
for their masters. I expostulated, but I had to wade through 
the mud and rain nevertheless. I took the number of one 
of them who had been excessively insolent, and I complained 
to the Austrian authorities. It was only to earn another 
insult. Do you think that the British consuls behave better ? 
Disabuse your mind of so comfortable an error. Not long 
ago, there came up the Danube a British sea-captain and 
his ship. He came for com, and we were very glad to see 
him, for lately the com trade has not been so brisk as it 
might be for our interests, perhaps for yours. "We certainly 
desired to offer no impediment to his business. I merely 
mentioned to him that the planks loading from the wharf to 
his vessel, and over which the corn-porters would have to 
pass, were insecure. He took no heed of this observation, 
so I planted sentinels there, hoping to save human life. I 
failed ; my sentinels were contemptuously beaten aside ; and 
when the planks gave way, as I knew they would, seven 
corn-porters fell into the water, and three were drowned ! 
No effort was made to save them, for the British sea-captain 
and his crew were drunk. I forbade the captain of the 
port to allow the departure of that British sea-captain, and 
I hastened to your vice-consul with this serious complaint. 
Your vice-consul would have been, I dare say, a most excel- 
lent man if he had not had also a most inveterate habit of 
getting drunk. He was drunk three hundred and sixty-five 
days in the year, also some hours. He was of course drunk 
when I went to him. He told me that if I offered any 
hindrance to the captain's departure, I must offer him per- 
sonal violence. I reported these circumstances subsequently 
to his superiors ; I might as well have reported them to the 
wind. 

I acknowledge there is a rough show of reason in all this. 
It is true that the foreign consuls protect their subjects, 
right or wrong, and that they have often no manner of 
judgment or discretion in so doing. Yet still they cannot 
obtain justice for them. The conduct of our tribunals is 
infamous. Supposing any one of our public officers is honest, 
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he 18 remoymble at i^easiue, and his hooestj will oertainlj 
tdl against Idm with hksaperionL For instanoe, I am neither 
more or lees than the iiieaponsible captain of a band of 
oiganiaed banditti Anj WaUachian policeman will take 
monej ; aboat eightpenoe of joor money is quite sufficient to 
bribe him from his duty. None bat knaves will enter the 
service. How can it be otherwise f A policeman's paj is fifby 
piastres a month, and he is required to find his uniform, 
which costs a hmidred and fifty, out of it. He must steal, 
and he does steal I have collected some curious statistics 
on thiB subject I am enabled to say, from personal know- 
ledge, that the WaUachian police commit exactly twice the 
number of robberies that are committed by tiie entire 
remains of the population. 

Some time ago, one of my subordinates only stole no less 
than thirty-seven horses ; he stole them because he merely 
walked into other people's stables at night and took them 
oat. At last I heard of his profitable employment, and I 
paid him a visit at his country house. Thm I found ^e 
horses. I asked him how he came by them ; he answered 
that they all had strayed into his lands. I then asked him 
why he had not complied with the law, and reported this 
circumstance to the police. He said he had done so. I 
asked to see the record. He replied that there was no 
record, for he had made the communication verbally to 
himself So I dismissed him the service; and not three 
months after, the same man was again forced upon me^ 
actually as my second in command. He was the tool or the 
fiavourite of the minister for the time being. Dreading such 
a coadjutor, I then resigned myself; my resignation was not 
accepted, because nobody could be found to fill my place, for 
it was immediately after the evacuation of the Russians, and 
when the Turks were expected eager for retribution, and the 
squeezing of all who held prominent places. This man re- 
mained as my colleague for four months. At last, when his 
patron went out of power, I was enabled to get rid of him. 
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CHAPTER XXXIY. 

The anthor sets out on a fitshionable expedition. A sybiL Her shj 
abode. Our laudable perseverance. A wise judgment of our jour- 
ney. The author compares himself and his friend to the sayiours 
of Rome. A pig reproves us. A cripple. Her reproaches. Her 
loftiness. An indigestion of novels. The sybil's family. 

I WENT this moraing with a man, ripe in years and high in 
office, to consult a fortune-teller. I was not without some 
curiosity on the subject, for I remembered well the startling 
story told by Mr. Lane about the ink mirror of the Egjrptian 
conjurors. It seemed possible enough, therefore, that I 
might now witness some delusion ua remarkable. The large 
gipsy population of Wallachia also prepared me for an 
interview with some mistress of a craft which that sii^gular 
race appear to have practised for so many generations. My 
hopes were still further strengthened by iJbe rank and cha- 
racter of my companion, who was perfectly serious in the 
object of his visit ; and by the practice of consulting diviners 
which I knew to exist very generally here. 

It was certain that the sybil lived in a most out-of-the way 
place, and that the public £aith must have been strong, or 
she would have had but few visitonu Our carriage was 
broken among the deep ruts and amazing mud of the road 
which led to her house ; but my friend was determined to 
go on, and I had certainly no inclination to baulk him, so we 
got out of our disabled vehicle, and mai*ched through slosh 
and mire to the end of our journey. I could hardly get rid 
of an impression that we were a pair of geese for our pains ; 
and when we stood face to face, perspiring and bedraggled, 
before the sybil's door, I think my companion was very 
much of the same opinion. 

The fortune-teller's place of residence was a common- 
looking suburban cottage ; some ducks were quacking about 
a sort of farm-yard attached to it, and a pig looked wistfully 
— ^perhaps reprovingly, at us through some palings. Like 
most houses here, it had but one story, and the front room 
was devoted to the sale of some peculiarly uninviting breads 
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and various other nneatable articles of an alimentary nature. 
This sickly little trade, however, was probably merely a pre- 
tence to satisfy the requirements of the police, — a race against 
which the conjurations of the most powerful magicians 
appear to avail nothing. The unmarketable stock in trade 
was preidded over by a girl about seventeen years of age. 
Her appearance was weird and disagreeable ; her hair was 
untended ; she looked pinched, soured, and disagreeable ; 
and, with all, there was a certain air of loftiness and arro- 
gance about her, — I think it was produced by an indi- 
gestion of novels, and I should have perhaps smiled at it, 
bat that the poor girl was a cripple ; and I think I have 
generally seen somebody very like her in the huts of most 
old people who pretended to a knowledge of the secrets of 
&te. 

This young lady reproved us sharply for the abruptness of 
our visit, and for some time declined to enter into any other 
conversation with us. She was soothed at last by the soft 
word gently spoken, which has effect on all of us alike. 
Then we asked to see the sybiL This our betouzled young 
fiiend assured us was entirely out of the question. She was 
so voluble on the subject, however, that we persisted, — ^for 
who says too much says nothing. 

In the midst of our conversation, a pale, delicate, elderly 
woman, who had been peering for some time through a half- 
opened inner door, came in, and stood silently beside us. 

" Why will you not see the gentlemen, mother 1 " said my 
friend's Albanian (the usual magnificent apparition of scarlet 
and gold embroidery) ; " they are great lords, and will pay 
you better than the prince." 

"Ouf!" sighed the pallid woman, wearily; "I am ill 
to-day, and see nobody. Let them begone elsewhere. I have 
a pain in my throat, and in my back : everjrwhere I 
am in pain! Let them begone, now, and come another 
day." 

" We will not keep you long, mother ; and have come 
very far to see you. I am sure you will not send us away," 
said my friend, softly. 

But the old lady still hesitated. There was something 
^bout her which inade me £uxcy that she had often been 
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made the victim of those roughish practical jokes of which 
the Wallachians are rather too fond, and that she wished to 
reconnoitre ns well. Being at last, however, I suppose, 
satisfied as to the purity of our intentions, she sighed again, 
and pushed open the door of an inner room. We interpreted 
this of course as a tacit compliance with our request, and 
followed her. 

The scene in which we now found ourselves was sad 
enough. Two of those pale, sodden, sickly, useless, stay-at- 
home men, usually found as invariably in such places as the 
crippled girl, were sitting curled up on the floor for warmth. 
The head of one was tied in a handkerchief, jperhaps for the 
mumps. He was a son of the sybil — the other was her 
husband. The latter rocked a querulous child in his nerve- 
less arms. The child seemed a cripple also. 

We passed through this room into another (for the Walla^ 
chian houses, though low, usually cover a large extent of 
ground), where two stout rusty girls were making some of 
the suspicious bread destined to figure in the front window. 
Then we entered a third inner room ; and this was the cell 
of the sybil. It was miserably furnished, with a stove, and 
a high, fluffy, narrow, impregnable bed ; a few vulgar prints, 
mostly cut from newspapers, and two common wooden chairs, 
between which was placed a rickety table, with a ragged 
patchwork cover ; a child's invalid chair, wanting a wheel, 
stood bottom upwards in the comer; on the mantelpiece 
were phials and boxes of ointment, the usual appliance of 
sickness. Poor woman ! it was plain she had a heavy bur- 
then to bear, and bore it bravely. No wonder she tried to 
lighten it by practising on the harmless follies of mankind. 

On one of the chairs the sybil sat wearily down ; my 
friend took his place on the other, and I stood with my back 
to the wall, smoking a cigar — a mere observer. 

The fortune-teller might have been forty ; she could 
hardly have been more, though the traces of much suffering 
and sorrow had worked quite a network of wrinkles on her 
face. She was dressed in a plain printed cotton gown, and 
had a black handkerchief tied round her head. In her ears 
were silver ear-rings. She must have been handsome once, 
and of an education and intellect superior to her station. 



■% 



158 PICTURES FBOX 

Her &ce now wore a mild, wearied, sabdiied expresricm ; and 
1^ as I thought, she Btmggled with a smile as she sat dowiii 
it was so lost in the lines aboat her mouth, that it required 
a keen observer to detect it. 

%e began by asking my companion the nature of the 
business about which he came to consult her, and he told her 
in a few words. She nodded intelligence, and then offered 
him a singularl j dirt j pack of cards to cut. When he had 
cut them, she laid them out in four rows before her ; in each 
row were eleven carda 

They were picture-cards ; the person who consulted them 
being represented by the king of hearts — a blooming young 
man in a flower-garden. Old men in their dotage ; scowling 
feuses behind grinning masks ; houses on fire ; thieves break- 
ing into bed-rooms by night, and young priests shaven and 
shorn, offier a considerable margin for prediction. Every 
card had some symbol painted on it, and lest there should 
be any mistake, the explanation was written in Wallachian, 
German, English, and French, beneath. As the secrets of 
persons who go to fortime-tellers are very much of the same 
nature, it was easy enough to say probable things when 
the key-note of a client's mind was once given ; so that her 
reputation for startling folk was perhaps well founded 
enougL 

It is certain that she surprised my friend. I think even 
once or twice that she alarmed him. He said she told him 
strange truths, which she could have no means of knowing. 
"When she had read all the cards before her, she gathered 
them up, and shuffled them again with much gravity. On 
the second occasion she laid them down around her in a 
semicircle ; and on the third, after they had been again 
shuffled and cut, she placed them in the form of a 
cross. 

This ended the proceedings for my friend. Then she 
shuffled the cards for me. I told her I came to consult her 
about a journey, — I said nothing more ; but I am bound to 
say, she told me very likely things about the future, and 
more strange ones still about the past. If the former come 
to pass, as truly as the latter have been, I should see their 
accomplishment with singular feelings enough. 
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When my fortune had been told also, we went away, after 
having paid a ducat for our knowledge. '^ And so my 
journey will be prosperous^ mother 1" said L 

" If it please Grod/* replied the woman, humbly. 

The reply struck me ; your fortune-teller in England is 
usually a blasphemous old witch, all curses and horrors. 
This one seemed as modest and respectful as Mrs. Simple, 
who lives in an almshouse ; and, indeed, it is very notable 
how respectably foreigners will often follow avocations which 
among us are given over wholly to the in£Eunous. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

The Austrian army of occupation. A social war. Energetic conduct 
oi a Wallachian lady. Ladylike hostilities. Chnstmas time. 
Austrian officers. Their way of life. A mild refreshment. Omer 
Pasha. His prospects in life. The hospodar. The luxury of sheets 
unknown till required by the Austrians. Conciliatory conduct of 
the BussiaDS. Imprudence of the Austrians. Agreeable state of 
affidrs in the Principalities. 

I MEET some Austrian officers every morning at the hotel 
where I breakfast ; but I meet them nowhere else, except 
at the great crush balls of some of the Boyars. The rest 
of the Wallachians will positively have nothing to do with 
them. I saw one of the first ladies in the land, the other 
day, indignantly toss into the fire two cards which had been 
left at her house by Austrians. Nay, wonder of wonders, 
the Wallachian ladies give up waltzing rather than dance 
with them. The position of gentlemen against whom the 
ladies take such an active part as this, may be fancied better 
than told ; and the fact is, that Bucarest is the seat of a 
sort of social war just now. 

Yet a kindlier set of pleasant gentlemen than those I 
meet at breakfast every morning never wore a sword. It is 
quite refreshing to witness their close brotherhood among 
each other. Their inexhaustible good-nature — their harm- 
less wit, and healthy efforts to be jolly under difficulties. 
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It is Christmas time, and now eveiy morning the talk 
turns on gifbs received by one or other of them from the 
homeland, where they have not been forgotten. Their con- 
versation on such subjects is as fresh and delightful as that 
of so many schoolboys. I like to hear that pleasant-tem- 
pered old colonel bragging of his little daughter's new-year's 
gifts (which, he adds, with a smile and moist eyes, are such 
a dear bargain) ; I Hke to see the major with the stentorian 
voice stealthily pocketing his dessert for the grubby little 
child at his lodgings. The broad Vienna dialect which is 
spoken or affected by nearly all the Austrian nobles, and 
their joyous hearty laughter, quite set me up for the day to 
witness. 

The waiters of the hotel, the only people among the 
natives who enjoy their intimacy beside myself, tell me that 
these rough soldiers lead the life of so many monks. They 
are modest in their diet and potations ; they make no noise ; 
they attend diligently to their duties, and go to bed at nine 
or ten o'clock, after, may be, the mild refreshment of a game 
at dominoes. One or two, indeed, play the piano, or the 
beautiful zittem, and small parties collect in their rooms to 
hear them ; but there is no shouting or hallooing among 
them, and a thick cloud of cigar-smoke steaming out of 
every crack and chink in the door is all that testifies to the 
whereabouts of their inoffensive gatherings. 

Yet, as I have written, the people do not like them. It 
is said they are haughty and overbearing ; but I would 
remind my amiable friends, the Wallachians, that most 
folk become haughty and overbearing if treated with open 
dislike and contempt. 1 could say a good deal on this sub- 
ject, and preach quite a sermon about it, after my fiishion ; 
but the truth is, it is by no means the real question at 
issue. 

When the Russians quitted the country, there arose in 
men's hearts an earnest, almost passionate hope, that the 
whole rotten and oppressive system of their government 
would go with them. As time passed on, this hope grew 
almost into certainty among the sanguine ; and their disap- 
pointment was proportionally bitter. 

On the arrival of Omer Pasha, they had flocked with 
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devoted loyalty to the quarters of the Turkish general. The 
great Boyars offered to raise an army of thirty thousand men 
to swell the ranks of the enemies of Russia^ and demanded 
only to be led to battle. 

Better or more pliable people never delivered themselves 
over to the guidance of a statesman. Their misfortune 
however was, that Omer Pasha is not a statesman. He is 
merely a brave and able soldier ; and report adds, he had a 
rooted dislike to any radical change in the government of 
the country, inasmuch as he himself desired to be made 
hospodar. I do not state this fact on my own responsibility, 
I merely give it as a generally received report which has 
gained currency. 

The address of the Wallachians was therefore rejected. 
Their indignant outcries against all things Russian, as soon 
as they were free to speak, were heard coldly, perhaps doubt- 
ingly ; their offer of military service was declined. A gen- 
tleman who had three times revolutionized the country in 
favour of the Russians was the first person who received 
the favours of the Porte ; and a prince, who had been cer- 
tainly guilty of disobedience, if not of treason, whose ante- 
cedents were peculiarly Russian, and who represented some 
of the very worst abuses of a government they had so 
ardently hoped at an end for ever, returned upon Austrian 
bayonets. Even the former ministers, who had worked the 
will of Russia with such complacent diligence, were restored 
to their posts, and the old system of things was entirely 
re-established. 

Now, it is said that the prince contracted engagements in 
Austria of the most unfortunate kind ; and when the impe- 
rial troops arrived in the country, the Wallachians were only 
more hurt than astonished at their free-and-easy demeanour, 
and the amazing extent of their pretensions. Humble 
people, who slept on the floor in their own houses, were 
required to famish sheets and bedding, of which they did 
not even know the use, to Austrian officers, who showed a 
most unhappy acquaintance with the use of the stick as 
applied to the shoulders of contumacious people. Hence 
arose scenes of violence and disorder. It was currently 
reported in the country, that in similar brawls, no less than 

It 
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sixty persons had been slain : and complaint was useless. If 
any man raised his voice against the demands of the army 
ot occupation, the Austrian officers raised their eyebrows 
in the most unfeigned surprise, and asked all men to take 
note of their moderation, and how very little they required 
of the good things which had been promised them. 

Then came a bitter feud. The Wallachians, frantic at the 
thought that they had only passed from under the iron 
despotism of Russia to be crushed by the equally stem rule 
of the KaLser, determined to protest in time, that all might 
witness the honesty and determination of their resistance. 

On the other hand, the Austrians did not scruple to con- 
ceal the disgust to which these proceedings gave rise on their 
part. While they believed they had been conferring a 
favour, their mere presence was looked upon as a curse, and 
they very naturally grew angry. 

Now, I have been credibly informed, that such strict dis- 
cipline was observed among the Hussian troops, that if a 
detachment of them marching to quarters met a commoa 
hackney-coach, they immediately opened their ranks and 
made way for it. If they worried the people by exactions, 
they took care to do so through the native authorities, and, 
as far as they themselves were concerned, their conduct was 
irreproachable. Now the Austrians have no such delicacy. 
They are thunderstricken at finding themselves in such an 
unfriendly country ; and when they want anything, they 
grasp at it with scant courtesy, fearing that it would other- 
wise be denied ; and thus men, almost proverbial for good- 
nature, find themselves shunned as violent tyrants — I am 
afraid sometimes not without a show of reason. The end 
of it is, that the feeling against Austria in the Danubian 
Principalities is as strong as in Hungary and Italy ; it caa 
hardly be stronger. 



THE BATTLE FIELDS. 163 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

The praise of merriment. The author delicately insinuates that he is 
personally of a happy disposition. He points out the true reason 
of Lord Fiddlededee's popularity at the Foreign OflBce. A popular 
delusion. The author hints at the di'eariness of philosophical 
convencusioni. He becomes egotistical, and expresses some dan- 
gerous opinions on fashionable apparel. He finally, however, pro- 
fesses his faith in the entertainments of the aristocracy, and shows 
the advantages to be derived from them. He condemns the pur- 
suits of literature, but concludes the chapter with magnanimous 
praise of ** Gil Bias" and " Don Quixote." 

Boys only are outwardly grave, men are not ; or clever men 
are seldom so. They leave dolefulness and pomposity to Sir 
Hector Stubble ; to their doctors, whose trade it is ; and to 
fiddlers, to whom it is a pride, serving, as they think, to show 
an attentive world that they are not wholly engrossed by the 
fix>lics of their office. But you and I know very well, my 
sensible reader, that the world does not care one button 
about us, and does not attend to us at all, unless we can 
amuse it. Each individual is far too much taken up with 
pleasing thoughts of himself to think of other people, or 
their airs and graces. In short, then, if we are merry, we shall 
be welcome, as Lord Fiddlededee at the Foreign Office ; if 
sad, our friends will have a knack of being out when we call. 
Beauty will summon round her a triple belt of admiring 
defenders to keep off a bore when we come within hail ; and 
even wisdom itself will often look another way, too wise 
to be wisdom always. No man need make absolutely a 
buffoon of himself, however, after all, like poor old Fiddle- 
dedee ; but this I will maintain, that all who like good 
dinners must learn to eat them merrily, or at their own 
expense, which is both a costly and dreary look-out. 

It is a popular delusion, that the qualities which go to 
make an amusing man can hardly make a great one, — that 
we must choose between virtue and pleasure. I will not 
hear a word of such nonsense. The really ablest men I have 
ever met with have been the most delightful in society. I 
take it^ no man was ever truly great who made a fuss about 

M 2 
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it ; and experience is very apt to smell humbug when it 
sees solemnity. Besides, it is a fraud. Every man^ woman, 
or cliild have their own troubles, and quite enough of them. 
It is a wearisome and contemptible weakness to worry them 
about ours. Let us keep our gloom for lonely places, for 
fishing -excursions, and philosophical conversazioni: the 
world wants none of it. More really sound, sensible things 
can be done by a pleasant vivacious fellow, who keeps his 
bodily and mental aches at arm's length, and takes Ins fair 
allowance of wine and jollity, than by all the dullards who 
ever boggled over a conjunction, or croaked at a headache. 
All this means to say, that we intend to put these theories 
into practice, and go straightway to take a dancing-lesson ; 
for here comes the pleasant carnival, with light step and 
laughing eyes. Some amiable critic was polite enough to 
say of a certain littSrcUeur (I hope it was not me), that he 
was apt to give mere personal opinions as philosophical views 
of life. All philosophy, however, is more or less mere personal 
opinion ; and I doubt vastly if any two single gentlemen or 
ladies under the sun have the same set of ideas on any given 
subject. Now I ask no one to pin his faith to my creed. 
He may do precisely as he pleases, and we shall, I trust, be 
the best friends possible in either case ; and so these flimsy 
pages shall be a transcript of my thoughts, as much as Locke's 
and Bacon's worthier writings were. I shall not win so 
many readers ; but that, like the stumbling of a sorry hack, 
is my misfortune, not my fault. Every poet cannot have a 
Pegasus, nor all lips drink at the fountain of wisdom. 

Let me ramble on, then, and put on my easy garments in 
my own way. If they do not fit so well as a Paget's or a 
D'Orsay's, perhaps they are more comfortable, and my philo- 
sophy is, not at least to add stays and tight boots to the 
inevitable inconveniences of the small banker's account and 
long doctor's bill we must most of us put up with. 

I love and respect a man, woman, or child, who has a 
hearty, honest liking of running abroad to other people's 
houses. I believe it to be as profitable as pleasant. Hark 
to the light wisdom and sparkling wit of yon gentleman and 
lady who are chatting through their waltz there. Neither 
of them could be persuaded to open a book on any account. 
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Why Rliould they learn to squint, in order to find out the 
thoughts of some troublesome elderly person who would 
probably not be received in good society ? And yet the last 
news of the electric telegraph is stale to them, and they 
could either of them talk more agreeable good sense about 
Shakspeare and the musical glasses, than Mr. Knight and 
Lord Westmoreland put together. 

Some dunce once said that there was no royal road to 
learning, and the dull thought has been echoed often. But it 
is a greater fallacy even than most dull thoughts are, and all 
are fallacies; for it is a fallacy even to think dully. The 
royal road to learning is as broad and straight as the long 
walk from the statue of George the Sometlmig to Windsor 
Castle, and as pleasant. It is visiting. 

Therefore, if the judicious reader desire to be really well 
informed, he will positively have nothing whatever to do 
with books and libraries, or bookish people. They are all 
more or less mere cracked enthusiasts, who twist most things 
merely their own way, and it is not the right one. They 
have a mental squint, in short, as well as a bodily one, and 
they are certain to fall foul on all who see straight and 
healthily. So if you truly desii-e to be a light among your 
generation, buy a remarkably neat brougham, or the carriage 
which may happen to be the very last delight of fashion. 
Cultivate an affectionate intimacy with your tailor, who 
should be a grave, judicious, long-established man, living 
anywhere within three minutes' drive of St. James's-street,the 
Rue de la Paix, or the Herm Gasse in Vienna, Carry on a 
delicate flirtation with an amiable lady who devotes her in- 
telligent leisure to the study of shirt-fronts. Call your glove- 
maker (of course after a proper introduction) by her Christian 
name ; and do not forget to give a finger to Mr. Gradelle in 
the privacy of your own apartment, when he comes to inform 
you of the last exquisite fashion in boots. Your hat should 
be regulated on the most careful study of side effects, and 
you may employ the delicious half-hour between sleeping and 
waking of a morning, in gently reflecting on the shape and 
colour of your next waistcoat. 

Haying thus improved your mind, and made your appear- 
ance acceptable at '* any court in Europe,** as the historians 
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say, just hand your Tisiting list for the day to the best 
coachman you can possibly find, and away. 

Away, elk-like, and feast on the brains of other people. 
Drop in on personages who are likely to know most of the 
popular subject. It chances so often that you will acquire 
a wonderful fund of information on the utmost variety of 
things, and with the least possible trouble. 

Listen agreeably to people who know they are coming out 
strong, perhaps giving you, in a few pregnant sentences, the 
whole results of a life's ardent study and sobered experience. 
They will have no end of good-feeling for you in return, and 
you will be mentioned everywhere as the most able and pro- 
mising of good fellows. An ambassador will give you his 
summary of events, distilled from many sources : one of 
your own ministry will give you a glimpse of what is likely 
soon to become the national feeling about them ; for it is a 
mistake to suppose public opinion guides the Gfovemment. 
There are one or two men in England — Lord Palmerston for 
instance— in whom the people have such implicit faith, that 
he is as absolute over coteries and newspapers, as the Emperor 
of Kussia in Siberia. "Who would not sooner talk to so 
delightful a host, than finger a dusty folio, or a damp ill- 
smelling pamphlet? When you have gone through your 
morning's course of study, warm up your facts, and the very 
cream of your good-humoured personal anecdotes, and re- 
produce the same at dinner. Take my word for it, you will 
soon be looked upon as one of the most charming and prac- 
tical gentlemen of your age and time. Dance with the girls^ 
ride with the boys, and dine judiciously with the seniors. 
Such is the art of life. Learn to be new, if you can, wherever 
you go ; to carry the perfiime of far-away things about you 
— ^things which are ca/viare to the multitude. Know the 
precise colour of the reigning beauty's eyes, the singular ad- 
ventures of Lord Epiciure's cook, whose fiather was a French, 
marquis of the cmden regime. Be short, pointed, epigramma- 
tical, and, above all, harmless, in your reflections on these im- 
portant subjects — tread on nobody's toes. Forget that Mr. de 
Papillon has a wife at Seville, and that Lord Allworthie's 
eldest son had a disagreeable passage in his biography last 
year at Florence. Come into a room like the summer, all 
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smiles and good-nature, and you will find by far the most 
convenient chair in it perfectly at your service, as long as 
you like to fill it. You need not ask for anything ; it is the 
mere vulgar resource of persons of the worst taste. Only 
make yourself acceptable, and pleasantry will make you so 
more than every other advantage in the world ; you will then 
find that other people will begin to think about you, and you 
will hardly know what to do with the perfect shower of pro- 
fitable things which will descend on you. Old Coupon will 
tell you what to do with that lonely little £1,000, and Sir 
Charles Grandison will think you are precisely the person of 
all others to be a sinecure stick-in-waiting. 

I dwell upon these innocent little hints, because, if we 
were eternal upon earth, we could hardly look more sharply 
after the main chance than we do,— every one of us, from 
the judge and the bishop at sixty-five, to Miss Simplicity 
and Mr. Dactyl, who have got such shrewd ideas about set- 
tlements at nineteen and twenty-one. 

I have taken my dancing-lesson, and I am obliged to it 
for the thoughts it has suggested, chiefiy because they are 
worth so |QUch a sheet, which is my part of the business, and 
then because I think there is a sharp spice of good sense in 
them, which, gentle reader, is youra 

I have been whii'ling links and recMs with tolerable 
agility, and with two most amiable young dancing ladies, 
daughters of the ballet-master. He is a Viennese, with that 
simple shrewdness which, though an apparent contradiction 
of terms, is the only expression I can find to describe what 
has always seemed to me the especial characteristic of his 
townsfolk. 

"Ah, Grott !" says his wife, a stout solid Dirndl of forty, 
with an eye as merry as Mrs. Quickly's ; " ah, Gott ! there 
is not much money to be made here, for the Boyards are not 
so rich as our counts ; but they are good people." 

" You see," chimes in her husband, " there is money to be 
got here ; but then we spend it." 

"And more !" says the prettiest of the daughters, archly. 

" Our way of life," says the mother proudly. 

" And we must keep up appearances^" adds the dancing 
master. 
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I TOW and declare I think people are the same all over 
the world, and the peculiarities of class will be found alike 
in Otaheite and at Yersailles. Hence the deathless and uni- 
versal fame of those immortal painters of manners who have 
followed nature only — Gil Bias and Don Quixote give de* 
light from one end of the world to the other. 

Upon the whole, as I button my great coat, and step into my 
carriage with the smart little horses, I think I am the better 
for my dancing-lesson in more ways than one ; and, con- 
sidering that a great lady, with an unpronounceable name 
and bewitching eyes, has actually challenged me to a cotillon 
six hours hence, it was most decidedly necessary. 

Doambovitza ape doaltohe, 
Tchin^ bea nou ce mai doutohe. 
Doumbovitaa Water sweet, 
Who drinks of thee hath fettered feet. 
Ah ! blame me not, lady, if silent and darkling, 
I sit apart gloomy with thoughts full of pain ; 
I have drunk of the magical water whose sparkling 
Twirk round the lost heart like a diamond chain, 
lis said that the elf-king once loved a sweet faery. 

Who was not, alas I his legitimate queen ; 
But her eyes were so witching, her step was so airy. 

That so f&ir a spirit had never been seen. 
For a rival what heart of a woman will soften. 

In similar cases wherever you see ; 
And the queen growing jealous as ladies will often, 
Decreed that this bright spirit banished should be. 

The exile roamed sadly o'er sea and o'er mountain, 

But in vain sought a land like the land she had known ; 

Till dressing one noon-day beside a cool fountain, 
A sprite of the stream, lady, told of your own. 

On the banks of the sweet Doumbovitza is surely, 
A fairy land beauteous as your one above ; 

But, alas ! it is lonely, and fairies, though purely 
Ethereal beings, can't live without love. 

So the exile wove charms o'er the swift-flowing river. 
And spell-bound each rover that drank of its stream ; 

The Dacian, the Eoman, the Goth, and the Sclave there. 
Confessed the sweet magic, and lingered to dream. 

I really can't tell you which hero she married, 
Or whether she wedded with each in his prime ; 

But I know that her loveliest daughters have carried 
The might of her spells down to our own time. 
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Ko stranger who wanders by tbose haunted waters 
Can depart without leaving his heart as a gage ; 

And as sprites are imtnortal^ which of you the daughters. 
And which the first £Edry, 'twould puzzle a sage. 

Then blame me not, lady, if silent and darkling, 
I sit apart gloomy with thoughts fiill of pain ; 

I have drunk of the magical water whose sparkling 
Twirls round the lost heart like a diamond chain. 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

The author takes proper example of Field-Marshal Lord Baglan, and 
entertains his public with some exact and interesting observations 
on the weather. A Scotch servant. A British consul. His re- 
markable want of arrogance. His imprudent politeness to his 
countrymen. An hotel dinner. Mild German jokes. An Austrian 
gentleman. Thoughts after dinner and a glass of punch. 

It is a fine clear afternoon in January, some quarter of 
an hour perhaps before sunset. The shadows lengthen 
over the pretty gardens round the lordly houses of the 
Boyards ; the bare -wintry trees are just growing indistinct 
and still, as though falling to sleep with the rest of nature. 
The light twigs on the top tremble for a moment now and 
then, to the kiss of some roving wind, and quiver like the 
last flicker of a lamp before it goes out. A purple gauze 
begins to fall over the extreme verge of the horizon, and 
the sun veils his blushing face behind it, as though troubled 
with the wild scenes he has looked on through the day. I 
can smell the healthy perfume of the earth as it is borne 
along to me by fJEunt zephyrs, which seem to expire as they 
touch my cheek. The birds are winging their way home to 
roost, each after its kind, and then, after chattering their 
blithe scandals among the boughs, drop off to slumber one 
by one, and the stars steal out timidly. 

I pass through the doors of our charg^d'afiaires every day 
about the same hour, and Joe knows me well. His Hndly 
Scotch face, however, does not light up to-day, as usual when 
he sees me. Joe is standing in the door-way smoking a 
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cigar with pensive dignity, which means, I know, that his 
master is out. 

" So, no dinner to-day, Joe V 

" Na, sir, Mr. Colquhouu is gone to dine with the French 
consul He has been at home all day sitting writing by 
our sick gentleman, and now he has just gone out ; but here 
is a letter for you that came by the post." 

And Joe smiles from ear to ear with native good-nature, 
and partly, I think, from his having lived so long with a 
master who is positively the cream of human goodness, — 
an Englishman who is an official without being a prig; 
efficient without arrogance, — hospitable without ostentation ; 
who is that rcMra avis in terriSf a thoroughly valuable and 
proper public servant abroad. 

Joe can divine this very likely, as we stand opposite each 
other, and he takes a cigar firom my offered case ; lor he is a 
retainer of the old school, and he would look upon me as a 
strange incomprehensible person, if he did not read in my 
eyes that " I loved the Colquhoun." 

" So the end of it is, Joe, I shall have no dinner V 

" Gret a chop ready for you in five minutes,'* says Joe, 
briskly ; and he shouts to the cook. He knows very 
well that master has not taken the key of the larder with 
him. 

But this will never do ; and after we have laughed and 
chatted a little, I take myself off with, I do believe, the 
flavour of the good man's household lingering about me in 
smiles and pleasant thoughts. 

I want a dinner ; but this will not occasion me the diffi- 
culty it would have done at cheerless Constantinople. It 
need not trouble my mind in any way. There are at least 
half a dozen houses where I might drop in, and my coming 
would make a little festival, so well received are strangers 
here; but I am not quite presentable. I am merely fit 
for the pleasant gossiping, anecdotal, pipe-and-toddy sort 
of banquet I have been enjoying every day for this 
month past, so I think I shall take a vagrant dinner at 
an inn. 

Nothing can be easier. The Austrians have brought 
their manners and customs with them. I sometimes wish 
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the first were as gay and delightful as the last. There are 
at least a score of hotels where I shall find all sorts of 
German luxuries, sausages and sauerkraut, goose liver stewed 
with rice, garnished beef with schnitUmch sauce, schymnea- 
ca/rre, and more nice things than I can number, ready at 
any time I choose to ask for them. 

Let me step, then, into the brisk little carriage which has 
been following me about, and go to the tche»mejiou at once. 
I am shown into a lofty and spacious room by the bowing 
host and his waiters. They are so glad to see me, that I 
am afraid they have not had much to do to-day. There is a 
nervous alacrity, too, about the waiters, which speaks of 
trinkgelds few and far between. 

My simple dinner is soon ordered, and while it is pre- 
paring, let me send for a few back numbers of the Fliegende 
BldUer (a sort of German Purvch, and the only German 
paper just now worth reading). I have taken out my 
tablets and am looking for jokes, pencil in hand. A gentle- 
man from Austria who has observed this movement promptly 
takes his departure, but I am not alarmed. Lord Fiddle- 
dedee does not yet reign over me at Bucarest ; and I shall 
not sleep to-night in gaol, be the report of the gentleman 
from Austria to his police-office what it may. 

The jokes of the Fliegende Blatter are mild, very mild. 
Here is one : a patient is consulting a doctor, both are 
drawn (quite impossibly ugly) as ugly as the personages of 
Gillray or Seymour. Loq. : — 

Baiient. — "I have got a bump on my head. It is not 
quite so large as a florin, not quite, but nearly so." 

Doctor (impatient). — " Say as large as a one-and-eightpenny 
piece " {ein a^ht mid vierziger). This appears to be looked 
upon as a joke in Germany. 

The next is also smallish, though not quite so small It 
is entitled " Conjugal Felicity." An unreasonable bride- 
groom addresses his lovely wijfe on tLe first day after their 
marriage : — 

U, B. — " How is it, my dear, that I do not see thee busy 
in the kitchen 1" 

L. W. — " Nay, my beloved, I stay by thee." 

Second day, — ^Lovely wife seeing her husband coming 
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home, roslies to the kitchen, and calls out, in a hurried 
voice — " Peggy 1 I*eggy I make haste with the aoap for me- 
to wash the salad ! '* — ^The hushand collapses. 

The third joke is, however, positively enchanting, from its 
innocent naivete and German favour. A child is clinging 
to his grandfather*s neck, and looking at him with eyes 
deliciously curious, " Grandpapa," he wonders reasonably, 
'^ how is it that you are so^so old, and have got no teeUi 
yetr 

But my dinner is ready, and smoking in the waiter's 
hands : let me put aside my paper and fall to. I know it ig 
an Hungarian wine which they have brought me for French^ 
and I see that they have roasted a whole partridge for me 
instead of bringing a quarter warmed up, as they might have 
dona But the wine is good, and the partridge is served 
with a zeal of attention only Biitons get. 

Let us be good-natured about such things, then, for we 
are a weary and troublesome race. There is a sort of tacit 
pact also—" If I do not look at the trouble, you must not 
look at the bilL" All this we should imderstand, and for 
my part, I own that I was touched at the host's anxiety to 
please, at the warmth of the plates, and the airing of the 
Hungarian wine to give it a claret flavour ; also at the low 
bows when I went in and out. 

You and I would not certainly stoop to deceive a traveller, 
but then we would have nothing whatever to do with him ; 
so we should not expect people to be much above their craft* 
These poor folk have not received the training we have ; the 
dandling and cradling into honour. They have not our 
merciful lack of temptation to petty evil. I am thankful for 
their civility, therefore, and fully content to take other things 
without too much question. 

I am a poor man, a very poor man; my flesh creeps with 
dismay sometimes when I think how poor I am ; but I give 
the nervous waiter a zwcmzigery twice as much as he would 
get from a native, and I think the money was well spent. 

I noticed something of woman's care about the hotel toa 
The newspapers were carefully bound ; where there had 
been a rent, it was thriftily mended ; and I bowed my head 
mentally before a worth which was perhaps superior enough 
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to mine — ^a worth of straggles and want^ borne uncom- 
plainingly, and working hope and patient tenderness. 

Thus I was glad that I had lost my evening, and fell into 
a quiet state of thought over my punch and pipe ; so I saw 
visions as the embers faded in the open grate, and dreamed a 
pleasant waking dream ! 

The waiter roused me by a cough that I understood as a 
modest request for further orders. Therefore, as I had none 
to give, I got up and went my way. 

The weather has changed, as winter weather will ; and 
when I get home, the heavy snow-flakes beat against my 
windows, and the wind wails pitifully. 

I dare say it is very cold without, and I know that the 
snow stretches for many a mile away over the endless plains 
beyond the town ; and that the earth is frost-bound. I 
know that the wintry sleet beats pitilessly in the face of the 
traveller ; and that the ominous tread of a lawless soldiery 
is heard on the wintry sod by mothers who are cowering 
beside empty hearths, and rocHng their babes to sleep lest 
they wail for bread 1 I know that the wolf is prowling 
about lonely villages ; and that the wild boar and the jackal 
glare famished and terrible from their lairs by night ; that 
there are fearful beds of sickness, where no help can come, 
and dark legends told by trembling lips in the wild hamlets 
of the Steppes. 

" Lord have mercy upon me, a sinner : for I am unworthy 
of thy manifold blessings." There is a bright fire sparkling 
to welcome me home, a bowing servant, and a warm dressing- 
gown. The man will ask my commands in a half-whisper, 
then he will leave me alone, but in comfort. 

My room is well closed in by double windows to keep out 
the chilly tempest ; and all around is in orderly array ; the 
blotting-paper neatly laid, the inkstand polished, and the 
candles trimmed. While my servant retires to rest, there- 
fore, it is but right that I should watch and think ; but it is 
late, and I see he turns a sort of wondering glance towards 
me, aa he sees me sit down and begin to write. Perhaps he 
has a glimmer in his mind of the great truth that each of us 
has his appointed task. Perhaps he despises me as a useless 
trifler, perhaps he envies, perhaps he is merely puzzled. 
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It is a fearful thing to be very poor in all countries, but 
in some it is terrible indeed ! 

It signifies almost every species of insult, degradation, and 
misery. The upper classes are altogether in an unfair posi- 
tion : they are bom possessors of the land and all that in it 
is : they may rob, strike, or wrong an inferior with equal 
impunity. There is no justice for the poor, no compassion : 
they are slaves and helots : they have been shamed and 
beaten till they are perhaps little above the level of beasts of 
burthen ; and so they are treated. Those who know them 
best will tell you with the most refreshing coolness that 
nothing is to be done with them, save stick in hand i Leti 
me say one word for a gentler philosophy before I quench 
my light, and say a gratetul prayer, and sleep. 



CHAPTER xxxyni. 

A French Brnmmel. The pleasantest fellow in the world. A gre^t 
commander of a dinner. A king of the Boulevards. The author 
discovers that a ruined gentleman is not necessarily a rogue. Dan- 
gerous hut heraldic sentiment of the Nu gents. Energetic proceeding 
of three widow ladies. Mademoiselle Fifine, of the Op^ra Comique, 
defended the prisoner. M. de Langueambre shows ungentlemanly 
liberality to a friend in reduced circumstances. Prudent investment 
of a quiet gentleman. The author hints that tradesmen are aristo- 
cratically considered as lawful game to hunt and harry. The 
commercial classes insolently study Lavater in self-defence. The 
ruined dandy becomes an impromptu colonel in the Turkish service. 

" C'est un homme un pen tar6," said my companion, with 
a slight elevation of the eyebrows ; " but there is no reason 
why we should refuse to dine with him ; he is great at 
dining, and the pleasantest fellow in the world." 

In truth, he was one of those brilliant and kind-hearted 
adventurers to be met with in all out-of-the-way places. 
They are altogether a different race from the officers in the 
service of the King of Candy. The latter are generally men 
with a good deal of starch and practical purpose about them. 
Enthusiasts, if you will ; but active and energetic, with no 
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taint of tlie idler ; while the pleasantest fellow in the world 
is always a joyous saimterer through life, who never thought 
anything really worth doing steadily, or any pursuit worth 
following long but pleasure. He has wit to his fingers' ends, 
and grace peculiarly his own ; something noble, gentle, frauk, 
and loyal about him ; an unspeakable charm of manner, an 
unstudied elegance in all he does ; the stamp of a thorough 
man of the world of the best kind. If he had £50,000 a 
year he would be as celebrated as Hertford ; a sanctifying 
love would have made him a Mildmay, or a D'Orsay. 

As it is, he is a splendid ruin ; and I own that my heart 
aches to think about him, — to know that his frank smile is 
so often beaming in places where it were better away ; that 
his clear rich voice is too friendly by half when it ought not 
to be ; and that his warm cordial hand is a great deal too 
much given to touching things which are not quite clean. 

I know him as if we had been schoolboys together ; for I 
have seen him in many cities, and always the same, though 
under different names and circumstances : so I follow him 
up the broad flight of the hotel stairs with a heavier and 
more thoughtful step than my companion, who is whistling 
an opera air, and rejoicing that we have stumbled on such 
an excellent chance of a merry dinner. 

Alfred de Yerville started in life with every advantage 
under the sun. He bore one of the stateliest names in 
France ; he possessed about twenty thousand francs a year, 
— a fair fortune for a young Frenchman, — and was one of the 
handsomest men in Paris. Opposition salons flew open to 
receive the courtly boy. He became a member of the Jockey 
Club, the Union, and the Club des Moutardes. He was 
liand in glove with the gay good princes of the house of 
Orleans ; yet welcome as daylight in the hotels of De Blacas 
and De Pastoret. 

He might have become anything : he might have passed 
from the flower of the peas into a great statesman, or a 
successful soldier. But " Cui bono]" said the exquisite. The 
delightful coteries of Paris had too many charms for him. He 
became merely a king of the Boulevards, — a dictator of the 
Champs Elysees. Irresolution and indifference had been his 
curse ; or sometimes, what was worse, a kind of epicurean far- 
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sightedness, whicH ondervalnes results, and wMch is common 
enough among the fine but enervated intellects of our time. 

"We had better not estimate consequences too nearly, if we 
•wish to act either wisely or well ; and it is a very question- 
able gift to be too far-sighted. Prudence even to caution, 
caution even to hesitation, in the affairs of others may be 
well, if we would escape their reproaches; but we must 
perform our own parts boldly, if we desire to be either useful 
or renowned. A man who risks nothing, will never rise 
above mediocrity ; and so is there no legend in heraldry so 
brave and wise as the healthy, fearless device of the Nugents, 
— " Bonne esp^rance et droit en avant." 

For perhaps there are few serious events in life where 
utter and complete &ilure, followed out in all its conse- 
quences, would not lead to irretrievable ruin. But it ia 
very seldom indeed that we fail completely ; and even when 
we do, there are always circumstances enough growing out 
of our very discomfiture, which a tolerably able man can 
turn to account, so as to redeem the day. Thus is it that 
there have been retreats, moral as well as military, more bril- 
liant than victories ; and therefore let us reason well with 
ourselves, but when we have made up our minds, act with 
a certain hardihood, doubting little. I do not love over- 
doubters ; and to me the habitual sceptic and the imbecile 
seem near akin. The man who is infirm of purpose seems 
to me like one who, dodging about to escape a danger, is 
sure to run into it. 

Alfred de Yerville did run into it. At thirty, his pleasant 
fortune, which, with moderate prudence, would have kept 
the world at his feet all his life, had dwindled into precisely 
fifteen thousand francs, — the balance of the price of a little 
country-house, half an hour's canter from Paris, and which 
he had fitted up with exquisite taste just a year before. 

He was ruined; but those who know the fashionable 
morality of Paris will readily understand that this fact was 
at first merely another arrow in his quiver. He had " eaten 
his fortune en grand seigneur** When he lost eighty thousand 
francs in one night, playing " le visk " with Lord Garterknee, 
he had paid it before noon the next day, disturbing the sleep 
of the astonished peer to do so; and he had called out 
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Gaiierknee's friend Fitztoady for havings spoken slightingly- 
abont him. Nothing could be better than this ; his ante- 
cedents were delightful ; all the opera-dancers and actresses 
swore by him ; and he might have married one of the largest 
fortunes in France. Three widows called personally at the 
lodgings of the famous dandy, the very night after he had 
announced his insolvency at a gay little supper among the 
Moutardes. They found the door defended by Mademoiselle 
Fifine, of the Opira Comique; and she kept her post with 
such untiring energy, that she lost her engagement, and was 
obliged to have several interviews with an American capi- 
talist (then spending a Californian fortune in Paris), to ms^e 
up for her losses, and retrieve her reputation. 

There were bright and good women too, who had loved 
the dehonnaire noble, long and secretly, as the gentlest 
love, and who would have renounced friends and kindred for 
his sake, and given up all to follow him ; but ii there had 
been no Mademoiselle Fifine, Alfred de Yerville would never 
have married a fortune : he was too loyal and high-hearted, 
too chivalrous and noble for that. He would have talked 
to maid or widow (if she had got admittance to him where 
he sat all awry in a deha/rdeu/r dressing-gown and an easy 
chair, polishing tis pistols), in a splendid easy way, with 
such a gay, graceful, touching forgetfulness of self, — ^with 
such a lofty, perfect, plain absence of all meanness and hypo- 
crisy, that he would have sent them away in hysterics, with 
his leal kiss upon their hands, and the fine image of the 
ruined gentleman graven in their hearts for ever. 

It was thus that when Mademoiselle Fifine proposed that 
they should live upon her salary, and got a contract drawn 
up by a mad little lawyer settling her income on her adored 
Alfred for ever ; and when she returned home with it, radiant 
from that proud sense of sacrifice women only feel, she found 
her lover gone ! 

A few lines told her that all she saw in the spendthrift's 
home was hers, and ten thousand francs of poor De Verville's 
last possession were placed in a ravishing little porte-monnaie 
beside a bouquet of the costliest flowers> and left on her 
dressing-table. 

M. de Yerville was restored to his rank in the army, which 

N 
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he had qtdtted seven years before ; and aflber having giv6ti 
thirty-two *' redingotes" to his valet, determined to dress in 
uniform and live in quarters. 

It was a good beginning — too good. The habits of life 
cling to a man too strongly to be roughly shaken off in this 
way, unless he be made of sterner stuff than De Yervillei 
His friends showed indeed a rare delicacy and kindness 
towards him, such as I think Frenchmen only know how to 
show ; but the high spirit of the beau shrank from sinking 
' into a led captain, where he had formerly been so absolute. 

He could not become a trainer of young gentlemen, the 
resource of so many an undone dandy in similar circum- 
stances ; and he had not nerve enough to quit the scene of his 
triumphs, and set up at once as a soldier of fortune in Algiers. 

So he took to play, and as the devil of course stood at 
his elbow, he won, — won largely ; and then he passed through 
the gates, where deserted Hope stands weeping. Again he 
blazed for a moment in the clubs and saloons ; again his turn- 
out eclipsed that of Montpensier and D* Aumale, in the Allle. 
Then suddenly he disappeared. A gentleman never wins 
in the long run at that game. 

His friends paid his gambling debts (all made in one week 
of desperate play) by subscription ; but there were all sorts 
of angry tailors and bootmakers, jewellers and perfumers, 
the avenging furies of folly, who had made Paris too hot to 
hold him.. 

He went to Algiers, quarrelled with his brother officers 
for not being gentlemen, and though supported by dashing 
St. Arnaud, got unlimited leave of absence as soon as the 
matter in dispute reached the ears of rough old Bugeaud, 
who had small taste for dandyism. 

He went roving about, a sort of chartered libertine now. 
Everybody had a kind merciful word for him ; and it was 
almost astonishing, knowing as one does of what hard callous 
materials the world is made, how much inexhaustible 
generosity and friendship followed De Verville — a pleasant 
instance of the actual soHd value of being beloved. 

If Jules de Langueam^re, who had a sneer for most people, 
including his own father, made a good book at Chantilly, or 
had a run of luck at lansquenet, a pretty well-filled envelope 
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"was tolerably sure to find its way to his old friend ; and the 
cold, shrewd, cruel man of the world would write him letters 
of womanly tenderness and affection. 

The same when quiet Antoine du Chateau received his 
monthly sdlowanoe from his aunt ; and when the old lady 
found out what he was doing, she doubled it ; for she knew 
well that her best4oved daughter had worn the willow for a 
gallant gentleman, and for whom. Indeed, this is why 
Antoine became her favourite, to the bitter envy of all her 
other nephews, and why at last she left him the broad lands 
of Monrepos and Malplaquet. 

But when royal great-hearted Simonet de Beaumont 
made that large haul of prize-money in the Pacific, he actu- 
ally sent it all in one lump to Alfred with only five words, 
" AUons, tu nous reviendras maintenant." He made his sister 
write the letter, and would not sign it ; but the adventurer 
found him out, and returned the splendid gift untouched. 

Perhaps he regretted it afterwards. It is certain that he 
was driven to shifts enough, and that he had become the 
dismay of tradesmen in many places. But he always held 
up his head bravely, and he never betrayed a friend. 
Perhaps he had now learned to think shopkeepers a race 
apart---lawful game to hunt and harry. I think, however, 
that the nature of a man's present pursuits is pretty legibly 
written on his face. Tradesmen are good physiognomists ; so 
that after all, De Verville could not do much harm. K he 
was now and then pretty deep in a tailor s books, it is by no 
means impossible that the tailor found his account in it. 
The French gentleman now and then had money, and then 
he paid it grandly. If not, he had wonderful ideas about 
uniforms and dressing-gowns ; while to all the young men 
of the place he was sure to be the very glass of fashion. 

I wonder what he will become at last, and how he will 
end : all things are possible in France, and he has already 
been made an impromptu colonel in the Turkish service. 



v2 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

Bignora Tenorini. An actress in a foreign countnr is a ootinteM ti 
course. The dying courtezan. The genius of debauch is cmvi 
indeed. A calculating lady grows a prosperous thing. A Kns* 
sianized Boyard. He espouses a gallant lady of the French nation ; 
is trained, cleaned, and tolerated by her early friends. She thriftily 
keeps his purse, and rules over him with wisdom and discemmetit. 
A pretty boy in bad company. A scape-grace, or stage nephew. 
A fashionable loiterer. A spoiled great man. Grief seeks obliYion in 
riot, and finds despair. A married gentleman endeavours to get into 
good society, with the cordial concurrence of his wife and liege lady. 

It was an actress's dinner, in honour of tHe arrival of 
Signora Tenorini — a countess, of course — and the party were 
already assembled. Actresses are jealous of each other, 
however; so the signora and our hostess were the only ladies 
present. 

The countess was a joyous roystering dame; but I marked 
her well; and often when her mirth seemed wildest, a shade, 
like the memory of some sharp heart-pang, passed rapidly 
over her face. It came out incidentally, also, that she was 
dying : her mother and her sisters had all died of consump- 
tion. The doctor had condemned her, and she was hasten- 
ing her end daily. She had a golden-haired little daughter, 
in a convent of Touraine ; she would leave her three thou- 
sand francs a year, which she had saved up. This was why 
she had no rings, no bracelets, no dresses of consequence. 
The child would never know her mother. All her life she 
had never loved but once — we might guess whom. Her child 
was all she cared about in the world, yet she never dared to 
see her ; she felt so abashed in her presence : the oahn 
solemn light of the child's eyes seemed to scorch her. Wh«i 
she had said this, she laughed, and smoked, and grew joyous 
again ; so that she even amused a brutal magnate who sat 
beside her. I thought, however, there must be something 
very cruel about the genius of debauch, to laugh over such 
sacrifices as this. 

The other lady was calm, keen, bedizened, speculating. 
She did all by calculation which the Italian did from natural 
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recklessness and high spirits. The vices of the first, perhaps, 
owed their origin to chance, circumstance, early suffering, 
pique, anger, despair, what you will; but our showy 
acquaintance had adopted pleasure as the most lucrative 
profession she could think of. She had a house, servants, 
money, savings. She was a shrewd pros^^erous thing ; a 
light among the marshes to lead astray. 

The cavaliers were a motley company. The man who sat 
opposite me was a dark, heavy, vicious-looking dolt, full of 
that rank bad-blooded sort of pride which builds itself on 
riches, no matter how obtained, and trumpery honours won 
by any species of treason and infamy, or inherited however 
unworthily. 

He had the low obscene face of a Satyr, or a fashionable 
bill-discounter; it was sensual, mean, cunning. If you 
studied it, it grew fearful — the man was capable of anything 
if goaded ; but, at last, you fairly laughed at the strange 
caprice of nature, which had made him anything but a 
bailiff or a tipstaff. He was, however, unhappily, a frequent 
specimen of the Bussianized Boyard. He was rich, and had 
acquired a questionable celebrity by his espousals with a 
gallant lady of the French nation. This was a very lucky 
thing for him, though his friends were furious ; for he was 
one of those fellows who have the love of low pleasures 
bom in their hearts. He was tricky, as such men are ; but 
he was not wise; and there were ladies and gentlemen 
enough in Paris who would very soon have brought his 
noble to ninepence, and left him in the gutter. His mar- 
riage saved him. It could not better his heart ; but it had 
a happy influence on his manners. It taught him to dress 
soberly, and to wash regularly ; to keep himself nice, and 
talk politely. It introduced him to a few real gentlemen 
who had been early friends of his wife, and agreed good- 
humouredly to put up with him now and then for her sake. 
It made him temperate, and judicious in his vices. If he was 
still absent from no place where vulgar joys were sold, he 
was kept far too cleverly in hand to get into very deep mis- 
chief His wife let him play the coachman and make 
improper acquaintances ; sup with boys more than young 
enough to be his sons. She permitted him to be just as 
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debauched and worthless as he pleased^ or she eoold KaT» 
kept no hold on his vile heart for a single week. She 
managed him by his eunning, and he learned to look vspea 
her and respect her as a shrewder devi] than hims^L She^ 
taught him ta shine (after his carrion faatiion) on economical 
principles She kept the parse, and it was always fulL Sh& 
deserved his gratitude, and she had it. They were eongesaai 
spirits — a precious pair. 

It was fine to mark the difference between this fellow amd 
the gay debonnaire bearing of De Yerville> who aat beside 
him (here from mere habit)^ sparkling with jest, and to whom, 
everybody seemed to turn, even in his ruin, aa the king of 
the banquet — the lord of misrule. I watched for €»ie fla^h 
of genial wit, one honest laugh, or merry thought £com the 
brute next him, in vain. He had married one <^ the wit* 
tiest women in Paris ; but he could not remember evea 
one of her pleasantries to enliven a festival night. It 
appeared from his conversation that he knew most ol the 
infiimous wcmien in Europe, and that he had passed, aa we 
knew, the greater part of his life in their society. He 
remembered them and th^r antics with revolting regret. 
It appeared, alsoy that he had once driven six horsea in a 
line, and could drink much more at a draught than was 
good for him. I could make nothing else out of him. 

Kear him was seated a young man of singular beauty — 
soft and sweet-looking as a woman. He drank deeply, he 
sang, he sank into a fitful sleep, then he sang again. He 
looked so utterly exhausted, yet made such spasmodic efforts 
to be gay and reckless, that it made me quite melancholy to 
observe him. His wild life was killing him also, poor boy ! 

Again, further on was a scapegrace with large dark roguish 
eyes, the very type of a good-for-nothing — but not a bad one. 
He would have been an admirable study for a dramatist in 
want ot a stage nephew for a huffy old uncle^ 

Another of our party had simply come in as a loiterer, 
having no energy to pass his time in a more profitable 
manner. He was very well dressed, and very well c<m- 
tented with himself. He sat silent and smiling all the 
evening. His conduct could not have been more insipid and 
irreproachable if he had been a stranger at a christenings 
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Another was a man of thought and intelleot written v^ 
every deep line of his farrowed &oe ; yet it was nojtr 
attractive. It was the £a.oe of a gambler, whether with 
mind or purse. I could tell instinctively that he had oom^ 
among us to seek refuge for a great grief — perchance frpm a 
cold hearth, and hopes crossed sorely. I was right in my 
surmises, as I learned long afterwards ; but if h^ sought 
oblivion here, he seemed only to find despair. He too ss^l^ 
silent, absent, ruined-hearted He renuuded me when I 
looked at him sitting so gloomy, of death at a feaat. 

The last man of our party was a married man, who had 
eome here with the full consent and concurrence of his wife. 
He was one of those people who pass a saving and laboriouat 
youth, but break out in all sorts of places, as if to indemify 
themselves in later life. He evidently thought he waet 
wiping off a large score on the present occasion ; that it 
was, in point of fact, a fiEtst and fashionable thing to be here 
among so many stars of a world he knew by little more 
than hearsay. The inveterate habits of the man, however, 
could not be shaken ofi^ and I heard him asking Pe Yerville 
gravely, if he did not think the inventor of the electric 
telegraph was " a very remarkable man 1" De Yerville said 
it was very probable, and immediately changed places with 
somebody else, to whom he transferred the infliction of a 
chat with common sense in the Temple of Folly— ^for I must 
say that it is an infliction. Ah ! sir, it is a very imprudent 
thing to have much to do with fast society. It is qviite as 
difficult to get into, and far more huffy than good. It will not 
cherish you long if you live with it much, and when it 
rejects you you are denied admittance elsewhere. 

For the rest, the ladies were both of that uncertain age 
which actresses seem to have appropriated as peculiarly 
their own. They might have been twenty-seven, they 
might have been thirty-eight. They could hardly have been 
less or more. To a near-sighted man, without his glass, 
they appeared in the very first blush of youth, and health and 
beauty ; when he looked nearer, however, the mysteries of 
the toilet of these ladies were partly made plain. The 
colour on their cheeks was too even and delicate to be 
natural The arch of their eyebrows was too clearly and 



184 PICTURES FROM 



Idiatinctly defined ; the eyebrows were also too black. They 
were not composed of a fine silky web- work, showing the 
jj white pure skin beneath, as Miss Wilkinson's are : they 

iji were firm, strong, broad black pencil-lines. I have an 

opinion that something was done to their eyelashes. Their 
lips were of too bright and showy a red. Their hair was 
too luxuriant. Their busts were too ample, their waists too 
small. Their voices were not more natural than their 
manners. They had a far-away habit of speaking, as if their 
words came from a vault somewhere at a distance — every 
movement betrayed the stage. I have known many actresses, 
1; but I never saw more than three who could play the part of 

■.; ladies off the stage with even tolerable accui-acy. The one 

J: was Sontag, the other wa^^ Rachel, and the third — ^but I dare 

h not mention her. As for the appearance of the lions, the 

1 principal feeling that occurred to the beholder on being 

*' introduced to their acquaintance, was a gentle admiration 

for their shirt-fronts, and a highly complimentary feeling 
I towards their washerwomen. They were great in waistcoat 

'j buttons, rings, and watch-chains. I doubt if Mayfair or the 

1 Faubourg would quite have approved of so many large 

diamonds ; but on the whole, our young friends passed 
muster very well. There was a thorough air of enjoyment 
about some of them ; genuine high spirits, and a very fair 
amount of quick- wittedness ; but there was not that almost 
painful brilliancy which lights up such scenes in the Palais 
Royal. The party were, however, almost as French as could 
be. The ladies raved about Paris, and the gentlemen spent 
most of their time and money there, returning home only 
when the latter failed. They had all been brought up in 
Paris too, though they had not seen much of good society, 
except at the Turkish embassy, and knew perhaps more of 
the chawmih*e and the hal mahille than most other things. Of 
this company De Verville was of course king. He appeared 
to have known all the ladies from their very tenderest youth 
upwards, and to be on the most mysteriously intimate terms 
with them. He had got them their engagements. Their 
hopes were in his patronage. He was their guide, philo- 
sopher, and friend. It was curious to watch the serious 
concern he took in their quarrels and jealousies, their piques 
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and their interests ; the thorough knowledge of the world 
he betrayed in the plajfullest sentences, or the merriest 
pun. 

The dinner began after a fashion borrowed from the 
Kussians, who have had great influence on the social life of 
the Wallachians. We had glasses of strong waters handed 
round to create an appetite ; an advantage we could hardly 
have had without, seeing that probably none of us had done 
breakfast more than a few hours. I took some absinthe, 
which occasioned me a general tightness and swelling, with an 
acute pain and tingling in the ears. I am bound to add, 
however, that it had the desired effect. 

The feast opened with fresh cairare, sardines, and an- 
chovies j and we had, of course, a bustard, but it was not 
good, nor are bustards ever good. The rest was a mere 
French dinner, rather too plentiful Our drink was cham- 
pagne, the favourite wine of the Russians. We had no 
other wine, but a glass of " cherry," after our soup. What 
this " cherry" could have been I am unable to say, but it 
looked so much like muddy Cape, that I declined to drink 
it. De Verville said every other wine but champagne was 
detestable at Bucarest, and he was right, with exception of 
the excellent vins du pays, the presence of which would 
have of course been deemed an insult on the present occa- 
sion, because they are cheap. There was a good deal of 
laughing, but it was not genial There were some snatches 
of French songs sung with the toasts. I am not clear that 
there was any meaning in them. Then came a quarrel. 
A frank young Wallachian had used a strong expression. 
De Verville arranged this. There was a reconciliation, and 
tears. It was agreed that the charming " Fanni " had too 
much feeling. It was also probable that she had too much 
dinner, for she shortly afterwards retired, and her rival friend 
told us, mischievously, that it had been necessary to loosen 
her corset. Our mirth grew loudish after this. Then came 
more quarrelling and more making up. Then De Verville 
sang a song, in which the ladies joined. Then we had more 
cham])agne ; and at last, amid an indescribable scene of 
screaming laughter, stifling smoke, inadmissible jokes, and 
the chorus of " La rifla, fla, fia^' going on at a separate end 
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of the table, a servant from the theatre arrived to summoa 
away one of our guests, and five minutes afterwards we 
were rolling along the frosty streets about our businew, 
by the light of the moon, and making wry fsLces at the 
reckoning. 

And this is the stale, dull, vulgar life, which thousands of 
men of cultivated intellects and gentle hearts lead day after 
day, year after year. I would rather be a Methodist parson, 
as to the fun of the thing. It is the paltriest cheat, the 
most insulting delusion, to call this pleasure. Why, It is 
neither more nor less than the purchase of headaches on dis- 
advantageous terms. I was glad when the door openyed on 

the quiet drawing-room of Made. T , where we spent 

the evening at a delightful little Christmas game^ called 
" King and CovHiers.** 

I have never seen it anywhere before, and I think it must 
be Russian also. 

" The Tenorini gives an inauguration supper," said De Ver^ 
ville. He was seated in a birja, beside a braided besabled 
Boyard, and our little carriages met. '' She would have asked 
you, if you had not disappeared so suddenly. In any caae^ 
however, come with us," 

There was something quite contagious about his gaiety, an 
appetite for pleasure at the most impossible hour of the 
night, which was quite surprising. There miLst be some 
charm in the man's life, I thought, after all ; some witchery 
to make such a joyous and untiring captive as this of him : 
so I ceded to the invitation, and we all got into the same 
carriage, though there was only properly room for two, and 
drove briskly and laughingly to the actress's lodging. 

It was a snug little place with a sort of familiar disorder 
about it not ungracefuL The most showy tilings were 
really meant to be used, and were used for whatever purpose 
they would serve, without much regard for the right one. 
In a corner of the room was going on a nice little game 
called Faro, and the stakes were high ; for gambling is one 
of the national curses of Wallachia. Now, I can fancy deep 
play well enough, but not that the chances should turn on a 
card. That is too pitiful a business. I contented myself 
with watching the players. They were evidently all habitual 
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gamblers, though more excitable than such men often are. 
Three thousand ducats passed between them in less than 
an hour. Then came the supper. 

" Luckily," said a good-natured colonel, who had formerly 
been in the Kussian service, and seen too much of such 
follies on a grand scale at St. Petersburg to care about them 
here ; " luckily for Costaki there is no imprisonment for 
debt amongst us : and no one, by our law, can touch his wife's 
dower, or Costaki would be ruined in a fortnight. His wife 
would sign away her piano if the law would let her, and 
they have nothing but her fortune to live on. Three years 
ago he was himself, also^ one of the richest men among us. 
He has lost everything at idiotic games like this." 

Our supper was not so merry as the dinner had been. 
The actress was at home now, and very much better worth 
studying. I wish some young people I have known could 
have seen her with her rouge off and her hair out of curl, 
tired to exhaustion, captious, dissatisfied, weary-hearted; 
they would have no longer seen much attraction in the 
brilliant life of the theatre. Perhaps no women undergo 
such severe bodily fiatigue as actresses. The wear and tear 
of mind in learning new parts; the perpetual change of 
dress ; the rehearsals ; the jealousies, hatreds, and rivalries ; 
the worrying c^ managers ; the necessity for conciliating 
authors, orchestra, and notabilities among the public ; the 
makers of reputations ; the minute study of detail and stage 
effect. Poor women ! I question if washerwomen work 
harder. When I got home at last, I did not think that the 
life of a man of pleasure seemed more desirable from being 
seen a little longer and more nearly. 

We are all very wise and proper, I dare say, when we cry 
out about the license of actresses ; but the fact is, we close 
the gates of respectable life to them. Our women will 
patronize them, but they will not know them. They will 
receive, but they will not visit them. They have no friends 
among the respectabilitiea We will all agree to give 
nothing, but a sort of contemptuous toleration. For my 
part, I should wonder if actresses did not throw society over, 
seeing how they are treated by it. Prudence is a very fine 
thing, and a very wise thing ; but there are not many of us 
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who would have oourage enough to practise it. if it could 
win us neither esteem nor consideration. The other road 
seems at least easier and pleasanter, so they take it and find 
out their mistake too late. 



CHAPTER XL. 

/L Bnssian spy. His agreeable manners. Good nature of the Walla- 
chians to strangers pleasingly exemplified. The Agga. Prudent 
conduct recommended to spies in general. Description of the com- 
monest sort of spy. Spies are strongly recommended to shnn 
fiishionable entertainments. 

^ Monstrous agreeable fellow that with the well-made coat 
and stubbly moustaches ; speaks French like a Frenchman. 
Who is her 

" I haven't an idea — some diplomatic swell, I suppose. I 
have heard him speaking five different languages since we 
entered the room." 

" Odd we can't make him out." 

« Very." 

There is a general buzz in the room about the distin- 
guished-looking individual indicated by these remarks. 
Three ladies, one after the other, ask me to present huxx, 
under the impression that he is a Briton ; when I express 
my unhappy inability to do their bidding, curiosity has 
reached its height, for the same request has been made to 
an Austrian officer, a Prussian author, and to M. de Yerville, 
who knows everybody. And yet our friend is not a Wal- 
lachian. 

" Nor a Moldavian," says M. de Cantacuzene, who cer- 
tainly ought to be able to answer that question. 

Acquaintances, however, are nowhere made easier than at 
Bucarest, and the unknown gentleman is soon engaged in 
the most animated conversation with all sorts of people. 
He has certainly a winning and agreeable manner, and when 
he gives some account of himself, of course he will be quite 
an addition to our societj this carnival 
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Account or no account, he has certainly made an impres- 
sion ; and those good-humoured Wallachians are walking up 
and down the room with him, and laughing and talking with 
him, as if they had been mutuaUy acquainted for the best 
part of their lives. 

Upon my word of honour, the Boyards are vastly civil to 
strangers. He has been already introduced to half the 
people in the room, and there is actually the agga (minister 
of police), the most witty and elegant of our dandies, going 
up to speak to him. 

The agga is a tall spare man, in a well-made uniform, not 
unlike the undress of our Life Guards. He has been watch- 
ing the proceedings of the illustrious stranger for some time ; 
and now saunters negligently towards him, as he stands amid 
a little crowd of talkative admirers. Then the agga tilts 
his military person gracefully on the point of his left toe, and 
whispers something quite familiarly into the ear of the great 
unknown, without even the formality of an introduction. 
The stranger turns suddenly pale, his lips twitch, and his eyes 
quail. He stops in the midst of a pungent anecdote, and 
shortly afterwards leaves the room, crest-fallen exceedingly. 

"Ah! the rogue!" says the agga presently, with the 
pleasant and gratified air of an angler who has hooked a dif- 
ficult fish, " I watched him, and kiaew my man soon enough ; 
he is a aoi-diaa/rU count, and a Kussian spy. It is seldom 
that they work so daringly as this. Your clever spy should 
be quiet as a mouse ; the servant of a man in office, or a 
consul's clerk. We do not often look for them in a ball- 
room, for directly a man shows in society, we are sure to 
know more about him than he thinks, be he whom he may. 
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CHAPTER XLL 

Tlie Hospodar ofWallacbia. His Rassian uniform and Turkish maniien. 
fie is a well-infonned and well-bred gentleman. His reforma and 
explanations. 

The prince's house is a modest building, with only an open 
semi-circular court to defend it from the road-aide and tke 
inquisitive gazing of the passers by. A sentry, however, 
parades before each of the great gates, and there is a guard- 
house full of soldiers, who turn out with beat of drum whesh 
ever the Hospodar rides abroad. 

Two aides-de-camp in waiting receive us. They are dressed 
in Russian sort of uniforms. They are slim, smiling, gentle* 
manly men. There are also several servants in scarlet 
liveries, and two splendidly dressed Albanians. The latter 
greet me with all the easy familiarity and good-will of their 
race, a race of free lances whose hope is in the sword. 

We passed through one or two simply-furnished room% 
and soon make our bow to the princess, who is seated on a 
sofa, surrounded by some Austrian officers of high rank. 

She is a charming and gifted lady. It was a privilege to 
talk with her, and she received us with distinguished courtesy 
merely as Englishmen. After the last guest had arrived, 
Prince Stirbey came in. He is certainly the youngest man 
of his age I ever saw ; he is also polished and courteous to 
a degree. I think he had something the manners of a 
Turkish pasha of high rank, who had had an embassy in 
Europe. For the rest, he was dressed in the uniform of a 
Russian colonel of cavalry : blue, with red facings, and 
silver epaulettes. He wore a silver star, and the Turkish 
order of the Nisham in brilliants. His figure is slight and 
elegant, his hair perfectly and naturally black and curly, his 
eye bright and keen. He is as upright as a dart at sixty I 

He received us with marked attention, placing us on his 
left side at dinner, while Mahmoud Paslia, the Turkish chief 
authority, sat on his right. He addressed nearly the whole 
of his conversation to us, and he spoke very reasonably and 
well on every subject discussed. He had an intimate know^ 
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ledge of the state of parties, and tbe characters of public men 
in England j he understood our institutiotis thoroughly, and 
made some very able comments upon them. 

The dinner was the usual mixture of Russian and French. 
It was carefully served, and the wines were excellent, espe- 
cially the Madeira. A capital brass band played between 
the courses. The prince said that the musicians were all 
Wallachians, and that they had been educated under his 
directions, with a view to establish a good school of music at 
Bucarest. 

After dinner we passed a few minutes with the princess, 
and then went into an inner room, which was fitted up with 
divans for smoking. Immediately we entered, the prince 
rose from the sofa on which he had been sitting, and made 
way for us beside him. After we had smoked a single pipe, 
and that by no means so splendid an affair as usual in other 
parts of Turkey, though the mouth-pieces were, I noticed, 
made of the costly black Wallachian amber, the guests rose 
to go. I was about to depart also, but the prince laid his 
hand pleasantly on my shoulder : — 

" Stay, let us talk a little," said he. 

We remained some time after this together, alternately 
standing and walking about. He certainly spoke very feel- 
ingly and well : he said there had been a disposition to find 
fault with his government, but he had done all that was in 
his power. He had built the new theatre, and formed the 
chaussee. He had established scientific schools ; he had tried 
to reward merit in the distribution of public employments. 
The country owed him something ; but he would have done 
much more if he had fallen on quieter times. He said that 
his part throughout had been one of kindness and concilia- 
tion ; but he had not had a fair chance. The consuls would 
not communicate with him in a friendly way ; or with each 
other. The Austrian authorities pulled one way, the Turks 
another, the allies also another. Everybody seemed to be 
at loggerheads without knowing why. At Bucarest he was 
accused of Austrian sympathies ; elsewhere it was said he 
had not done enough for the protecting army. Now he was 
accused of being a Russian, now a Tui'k. The case was 
singular, and not agreeable ! 
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Then be naid much more which was private, and therefof^ 
sacred ; but this be wished to be known, and therefore I 
have told it. 

When I again rose to go, be pressed me by the band in 
that affectionate way which is a second nature with his comi* 
trymen, and he began to inquire about my journey, gave me 
a good deal of advice, which I found very useful, and finally 
ordered one of his own couriers to see me to the frontier. 



CHAPTER XLII. 

The author takes an affectionate leave of the wise men of the "East, and 
hints at his own pleasant philosophy. Happy effects of Eastern 
travel. Difference between the best men and the worst. 6r«^ 
skopos. Character of the Orientals. The author wisely exprenes 
his inability to say what is to be done with them after the most 
approved &8hion of the greatest political writers. 

Alas ! in taking leave of the East I am compelled to say, that 
the more I have seen of it, the more it has made me melan- 
choly. I am not a melancholy man, either ; I have seen 
quite enough of the world to have a tolerably wide toleration. 
I am not one of those, who Franklin told us in his charming 
essay are always looking at the ugly leg. The ugly leg must 
be insufferably intrusive, it must positively rise up and kick 
one's shins, before I or any one else who has reasoned fairly 
upon life, will examine it with the smallest attention. We 
know pretty well (I may speak of myself, as I am but a 
shadow), that a good many very disagreeable circumstances 
are inevitable in the character of nations, as well as indi- 
viduals. Long before we leave college we begin to under- 
stand that our schoolboy dream of heroic virtue is as unreal 
for others as ourselvea "We see that our judgments of men 
and things require a good deal of elbow-room ; for it is pru- 
dent to grant the charity we shall be obliged to ask. We 
get a truer view of life, perhaps a sadder — perhaps a gayer, 
according to our dispositions; and as heroic virtue may 
formerly have appeared to us a dull business or otherwise. 
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But in any case the sentiments of men, who really do know 
the world, are large and liberal enough in all conscience. 
They are not easily shocked. We may raise our eyebrows, 
and forget to ask a man very often to dinner, if we fancy 
there is something shy about him ; but ten to one if some 
prig runs a muck at him, we shall set that prig down as an 
offensive humbug, and give him a yawn, or a rap on the 
knuckles for his stupid tirade, as we may feel inclined. We 
certainly shall not pay serious attention to a word of it ; and 
may very likely think we owe a more cordial shake of the 
hand to the man attacked for having even involuntarily 
listened to such nonsense about him. 

But you cannot go about shaking the hands of the present 
generation in the East. It is positively too bad. It is no 
longer a question between the ugly and the handsome leg. 
Both legs are ugly ; and both equally black. The very soul 
and spirit of a gentleman revolts from the contact of an 
Oriental. No matter how favourably disposed you may have 
been towards him, — ^no matter how frankly and kindly you 
may treat him, — he will end by disgusting you. A length- 
ened residence in the East would ruin the heart, temper, and 
judgment of the gentlest and wisest philosopher. Every 
human being you meet is branded with the same indelible 
mark, and is made up of lies, tricks, and infamy. Let no 
humanity-monger attempt to deny this on the strength of 
a month at Constantinople, and half a dozen pipes with 
pashas. The East requires years of study before you will 
allow yourself to admit a truth which positively frightens 
and ashames you from its terrible generality. You struggle 
against the ungenerous thought as an enemy, but it leaves 
you ignominiously prostrate : you fly from it, but it over- 
takes you ; you stubbornly shut your eyes against convic- 
tion, and they are forced open. 

There is everywhere, and in all things, the same want of 
private honesty and public faith. The best men are liars and 
robbers. They rob as a provision for their family, or to 
acquire a snug independence for themselves. They rob as a 
diUj/j as a right, or perquisite of office. The sweepings of 
Italian prisons are not so bad as the worat. There is every- 
where that infernal Greek " Skopos,** No man has the 

o 
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smallest belief in himself or any one else. "Words oeaae alto- 
gether to be symbols of things. Every man knows that his 
own acts, from childhood, have been cheats, coined by oim- 
ning herself and he believes that the acts and deeds of all 
men are the same. Talk to his heart for hours, and you will 
find no response or healthy human feeling in it. He will be 
plausible, reasonable, moderate, enough ; but he will most 
utterly dupe and despise you if you trust him. IToa may 
work on his pride and vanity up to a certain point, but there 
is nothing good even about them ; and he will obey their 
dictates just so long, and no longer, as they absolutely do 
not interfere with the most petty object of the most passing 
and momentary interest. Directly you get him up to this 
point he stops short. The arguments of Wisdom herself 
would be lost upon him. He will try to deceive yon with 
all his heart and soul, and with all lus strength. He will 
succeed, to his own injury and eventual discomfiture of 
course ; but here he is blind. He is a trickster, and there- 
fore necessarily a dolt ; the most exasperating dolt of all, a 
cunning dolt. 

Habitual intercourse with him is impossible; you may 
try it bravely, stubbornly, but you will give it up at last in 
despair. You might resolve to ignore the fact that your 
new acquaintance is a pirate, going out for a dishonest cruise^ 
but if you do not retire he will inevitably get you into the 
same boat with him, and sail away with your colours impu* 
dently flying at his mast-head. You may fancy you have 
been out for a constitutional walk with him, and you will 
find to your dismay, that you have been party to a burglary. 
You may believe that you have stood up for him against an 
oppressor, and discover, too late, that you have aided him in 
sorely wronging the innocent and helpless ; if you but open 
your lips as his friend, you will learn, in due season, that he 
has made you the seeming advocate of some foul and in- 
famous design. 

What is to be done with these unhappy men ? I confess 
I tremble when I think of the ages of shame and degrada- 
tion they are bringing on themselves. Hitherto the edu- 
cated classes have been the worst ; thought exhausts itself 
about them in vain, and the mind's eye strains itself to discover 
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some light in the East ; hut all is darkness. The responsi- 
bilities of bad governments are indeed heavy, if they can 
bring things at last to such a point as this. Sultans, czars, 
viziers, and stubble, behold your work, and tremble 1 



CHAPTER XLIIL 

A chatty breakfast intemipted by preparations for the road. The 
author prudently provides for emergencies, and lays in a tempting 
stock of provisions, in case he should be obliged to winter on the 
Bussian frontiers. The author describes the beauties of the scenery 
with grace and pathos. 

It is my last morning at Bucarest, and I am quite sorry 
when a chatty breakfast is disturbed by the arrival of a tra- 
velling chariot which I have been fortunate enough to buy, 
and ten wiry little horses which are to whisk me away towards 
Craiova and the frontier. Shortly afterwards, a Wallachian 
postcart, with four other ponies, rattles up. That is for the 
prince's courier, who will gallop on a post ahead always, to 
get my horses ready. 

I am told there is a weary journey before me ; but I am 
at all events well provided for most emergencies. I have 
an immense bearskin cloak over two other fur coats, high 
sheepskin boots, a sheepskin cap, and sheepskin gloves with 
the wool turned inwards and no divisions between the fingers. 
I have a snug close carriage with quite a library inside, a cold 
roast turkey, a large ham sausage, some bread, salt, sugar, 
tea, and several bottles of wine. A little colony of English 
is mustered to say good-bye, for fellow country people grow 
intimate in out-of-the-way places. Then after a warm shake 
of the hand from Mr. Colquhoun, a word of excellent parting 
advice, and a pleasant smile from Joe, my servant climbs 
heavily up into the rumble through a cloud of cloaks, and 
away we roll. 

At first we go bumping through the streets in a sort of 
funeral procession, and the ten wiry little horses have much 

o 2 
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difficulty in taming the carriage round the sharp angular 
oomers, so that one of my lamps which Joe has gamiah^ up 
80 trimly is broken in no time. However, I take this merely 
as a playful pat of fortune ; a sort of pleasant practical joke 
made to rally me about the absurdity of having lamps at all 
these pleasant moonlight nights. 

When we get off the stones, however, and on to the wild 
trackless road beyond the town, the postillions (there are 
four of them) begin to yell like so many imps, and I am 
grateful to my springs, for I see that w;e are galloping over 
the frozen ground as £Etst as racing feet can carry us. 

So away by yokes of oxen and patient serfe turning round 
to look at us with the deep-set sorrowful eyes of the WallacL 
The sweet accents of their language, with its luxury of vowels, 
oomes delightfully on the ear through the falling evening air, 
and mingles with the lowing of the cattle as they wander 
liomewanL 

On through the dark midnight, long after the veiled moon 
has left us; through the trackless snow, with the wolfs 
hustling gallop, and the jackal's howl behind, around, with 
the wild cat's eyes glaring from the bush, and the village dog 
prowling fearful and solitary. Past the lonely sledge of the 
humble wayferer, who stands beside and unbonnets respectfully 
to the Viennese travelling chariot with its mysterious mails 
and imperials. On past the Austrian patrols, by the hoarse 
challenge of the awakened man at the barrier. Away, while 
the morning breaks greyly, and the snipe and the wild duck 
get up scared by the screeching of the postillions. On through 
the roused hamlet and the alent heath, through drift, and 
marsh, and eudless plain — on, on, ever onwards — ^for, sweet- 
heart, it is your lover hastening towards you. 
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CHAPTER XLIY. 

The author is astonished at the cleanliness of Craiova. The fame of 
Lord Brougham has penetrated even to that remote city. The 
anthor describes his breakfast with feeling and earnestness. He 
divines thereby that his host is a married man. The latter confesses 
his honours with a wry smile. Purity of the governing classes at 
Craiova. The author unexpectedly displays his aristocratic con- 
sideration of money, and reveals, in a pleasing manner, that he is 
better than other people. 

Craiova is a nice, fresh, clean, pretty little town, situated on 
a gently rising ground, a rare thing in this country. The 
place had a pleasant air of wealth and comfort about it, and 
its appearance was quite a relief after the sad spectacle of 
the Wallachian villages on our way. The director of the post 
received me with the most kindly hospitality in a room that 
would have looked well even in the Faubourg St. Germain, 
with its wealth of annuals and gilded books, its prints and 
air of elegant good taste. 

He drove me also in a dashing Vienna brougham, drawn 
by two high-stepping Hungarian horses, to visit the Austrian 
General in command of the six thousand troops that are 
stationed here. 

When we have seen him and had a short talk, we are 
again whisked away in the smart brougham ; and my host, 
for such he has obligingly constituted himself, drives me 
round the town to get a general idea of it. I am bound to 
say that idea was highly satisfactory. It seemed as thriving, 
bustling a little place as needs be. The director pointed out 
a new hotel to me, constructed on the same principle as the 
"Stadt London," at Bucarest. I was grateful for his hospi- 
tality, however, nevertheless, and I had reason to be so, for 
on returning home we found a breakfast which would have 
done honour to the Caf^ de Paris. There was a Julienne 
soup, such as one only gets from cunning country cooks who 
have plenty of fresh garden dainties. There was some hurt 
de acmglieTy some cold tongue in jelly^ a beef-steak, of which 
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the like is not often seen, and some preserved peaches of 
exquisite delicacy. 

" You must be married, Herr Director," said I, surprised 
hj 80 many good things. 

" I am," he replied, smiling, " a bachelor never had such 
cheer as this." 

I stayed long enough at Craiova to learn that here also 
there were great complaints against the Austrians. " What 
have we done," cried one Wallachian gentleman, to whom I 
spoke, " what have we done to be made a political plaything, 
and cursed with such eternal misrule as this ? We are a good 
people, believe it, but they will not let us be good ; they are 
driving us mad or brutifying us with oppression." 

And on counting my money, I found that posting had cos^ 
me thirteen-and-a-half ducats for twelve horses to Craiova^ 
and I had to pay nine-and-a-half more on to Orsova. The 
postillions cost a zwcmzig&r each every stage. I need hardly 
add with such hosts as the Herr Director, wherever I stopped 
Joe's turkey and ham sausages were quite unnecessary ; but 
then I travelled under peculiar advantages, so that it is still 
my opinion that any private gentleman posting over the 
same ground will do well to take his larder with him. 



CHAPTER XLY. 

In praise of the Wallacliian post. The author claims public esteem 
by making light of the dangers of his journey, but points them out 
with imaginative vivacity. Politeness of a pair of Austiian mous- 
taches. Opinions of an Austrian postmaster on the war. Straws 
show which way the wind blows. 

Decidedly the Wallachian post is excellent. In spite of 
my dawdling at Craiova^ I was only forty hours in going 
from Bucarest to Orsova. 

The road from Craiova, however, appeared dangerous, for 
I noticed two mounted guards rode after the -carriage at the 
second stage, and followed us through a great part of the 
night. They never spoke nor saluted, but I could hear the 
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mnffled gallop of their horses on the snow, and their weird 
picturesque figures looming in the misty moonlight, and the 
light of my reading-lamp flashed upon a shining pistol-barrel or 
sword-hilt when we were detained a moment at the barriers. 

Before we came to Orsova, our drag-chain grew suddenly 
useful, for we had to go down some very steep hills, with 
deep precipices on each side ; it was dangerous work, and it 
looked like it, for we went down them full gallop in spite of 
the drag-chain, and the heavy Viennese chariot was swayed 
to and fro in a manner that was anything but encouraging. 

We had no sooner passed the frontier when a singularly 
long pair of moustaches, surmounted by a cap with the 
imperial royal apostolic crown of Hapsburg Lorraine upon 
it, was thrust into the carriage window. 

" Who are you 1 " said the moustaches ; and this was the 
first and last time that the question was put to me in 
Austria. 

** Who are you 1" 

" An English officer." 

" Have you nothing liable to duty 1 ** 

« Nothing." 

" On your honour 1" 

« Yes." 

" Paas on." 

After a bad breakfast, and being moreover made to suffer 
considerably in the exchange of some ducats, I wait on the 
postmaster, cap in hand. 

" Herr postmeister, will you oblige me with horses on to 
Szegedin, immediately ? " 

Postmaster : " I have but five horses ; and they — and 
they — wait awhile." 

" I am an English officer, carrying despatches from the 
seat of war, my lord postmaster. If detained, I must report 
myself, and state why." 

Postmaster : " The war is nothing to us ; it is your war, 
not ours." 

« Oh ! " 

Postmaster : p" But if you were the devil himself, you 
should not go until the postboy had had a comfortable break- 
fast." 
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So I go to the military authority^, a pleaamt old major, 
and he at onoe sends an orderly to force the poatmastec^a 
hand 

Orsova is a miserable straggling town, though its sttnation 
is pretty. On leaving it, I found the German pout was a 
Tery different affidr to the Wallachian. It is excesdyely dear» 
and about as badly organized as can be. 



CHAPTER XLVL 

The author expreeseB a generous deligbt at his retnm to Anstiia^ and 
comments agreeably on the great zeal and liveliness of the Germans. 
A postmaster prepares for the road with ingenuity and discretion. 
The author incurs the hospitable censure of a neighbourhood. Cod- 
ness of a bumpkin. A wrangle. A £Ehir maid of the yillage advo- 
cates the author's cause with vigour and efficacy. 

And 80 I am in dear lazy Austria again ! The postmaster 
at the first stage from Orsova kept me an hour and a half 
before I could prevail on him to harness the five horses, which 
he thought proper to allot me, after looking at my carriage. 
Then lie thought he should like to drive himself, and was 
obliged to have his spectacles mended to do so. Then he 
took a solemn leave of his wife and family, and a parting 
cup with some friends. Then the horses were to be fed, 
then watered. Then a man with a long gun, belonging to 
one of the frontier regiments, came to inspect my passport, 
to satisfy the curiosity of some petty local authority, but not 
being able to read it, he took it away with him, and time 
sped on ! Then the neighbourhood collected to examine me, 
and there was a good deal of rather dull cross- questioning. 
Then the postmaster, with spectacles on nose, a long whip 
under one arm and a pipe under the other, his woollen gloves 
usurping for the nonce its legitimate place in his mouth, 
began to expatiate on the merits of the horse he had bought 
last week. He could not find it in his heart to start till he 
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liad told me the whole history. Then his wife came to call 
him back to say good-bye again, and also to give him a 
Spenser to put over his legs. At last we got off ; but slowly, 
and with a due regard for the new purchase. I thought also 
that the neigbourhood seemed to consider me rather wanting 
in courtesy, for starting so abruptly. They would have liked 
to give me their blessing and good wishes in due form, with 
some black puddings, for my journey. 

Yet a stage farther on, and I was obliged to take four 
oxen and five horses. Their united strength, however, could 
hardly pull my carriage through the deep snow drifts, and 
over the endless hills. Two of the oxen, after a short trial, 
refused to draw at all, and were obliged to be taken off 
The driver of the other two then proposed to abandon us in 
the very worst and wildest part of the road. If he had done 
so, we must certainly have come to grief ; but your bumpkin 
is a marvellously cool hand at that kind of thing. He was 
at last persuaded to remain, on receiving four times the sum 
he had originally agreed to take ; I consented to give it, and 
it seems I did so too easily, for before we got a hundred 
yards he came to a dead stop again. I persuaded him to go 
on, however, and of course at the end of the stage we came 
to a wrangle. I was willing to pay him four times the sum 
for which he had first bargained, but not more. This made 
him violent. The posthouse was at a lonely village, with 
nobody but the postmaster's daughter to be seen. She, how- 
ever, took my part with such vigour and efficacy, that the 
dishonest lout retired at last discomfited. The postillion also, 
a good-natured serious little fellow, put in his word on the 
side of good faith, and I was glad of it. 

THE MAID OF DORVEA. 

Sweet maid of the village, when first I beheld thee. 

So modestly shone the pure light of thine eyes. 
That a heart little apt to be fanciful held thee 
For some silly bumpkin too lovely a prize. 
WeU-a-day, 
Yet they say, 
The diamond hid in the dull earth lies. 
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It iTM but a moment that saw m together. 

Bat onoe thy soft hand with my rough arm did join. 
Yet your true simple accente will haunt me for ever. 
And aighs for the fote whioh perchance may be thine. 
Well-a-day, 
Who can Bay, 
Yet if it be not for better than mine. 

Were I a young prince through a fairy land roaminn^, 

I'd woo thee and ask thee to rove on with me, 
Now I can but hope that some young prince is comings 
To bear off the beauty I only may see. 
Well-a-day, 
We can say. 
That which hath been again may be. 

Farewell, gentle maiden, sometimes too remember. 

The stranger who passed on his mystic career. 
And that thou wert as May, and that he as December, 
£ecaUed with a smUe nigh akin to a tear. 
Well-a-day, 
Yet there may 
Be sonahine sometimes at the end of the year. 



CHAPTER XLVII. 

The author hints mildly at the difficulty of learning the names of 
foreign towns. A lord postmaster. Vorspann, The lord master 
points out the true geographical position of a guard-house. A ser^ 
geant. A captain. The author again calls attention to the bilari^ 
and easiness of his disposition, fie performs a lively dance in the 
presence of fourteen Austrian soldiers, to impress with a us^ol 
and becoming idea of the British nation. 

I AH at a far-away village in the Banat of Temesvar — ^no 
matter where, I tlunk it was at SakM, but it would take 
years to learn these names correctly. Five tired horses pull 
my carriage up, smoking and wearily, to the post-house. 
There is a heavy snow-storm, and it may be about eleven 
o'clock at night, it may be twelve, or two, or three, I do not 
know, for I have been asleep. The postmaster is also 
asleep, and sleeps hard, but we must wake him, for I must 
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travel on at asy rate. So we knock and bail with much 
perseverance. 

At last the door opens with a violent jerk, and an 
excitable man in drawers and a nightcap, charges suddenly 
out upon us with surprising fury. He cannot speak, from 
rage and sleep, but he gesticulates frantically. I know my 
friend and his countrymen, however, pretty well, and in an 
instant my cap is in one hand, and my passport in the 
other. 

" I pray you, my Lord Postmaster, give me horses to go on. 
I am an English courier, with despatches from the seat of 
war." 

" Then you may go to the devil," screams the Lord Post- 
master, giving tongue at last. 

" I pray you, this is royal service, my lord." 

Then I may go to the " Compagnie," it is not so far as the 
devil, and in the same direction, so that I can go on if it 
pleases me better. The " Compagnie " (troop of Austrian 
soldiers) will give me vorspcmn^ if I am a gentleman. It 
is not worth while to keep post-horses, nobody ever hires 
them. Every cavalier has a government order for vorspcmrhf 
as a matter of course. Then my irritable acquaintance 
slams the door in a perfect whirlwind of fury, and disap- 
pears, leaving me to moralize on the bad effect of privileges 
of almost every kind. 

Moralizing in the snow, however, is inconvenient, and at 
last I persuade my tired postillion, of course by a bribe, to 
walk with me through the storm, towards the place where 
the " Compagnie " is quartered. 

There I find a troop of soldiers all huddled together, 
stifling with heat in a small jug of a room. It is dimly 
lighted and foggy, as most guard-houses are. 

After every man has collectively and individually 
examined my passport with the more care and minuteness 
that none of them can read it, I am referred to the 
sergeant. 

The sergeant is asleep in a comer, but I must wake him, 
and I do so with some tact and difficulty, taking care that 
his opening eyes should rest first on my bare head and doffed 
cap. When the sergeant is awake, he looks like a man whoi, 
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haying met with eome matter of excessiye astoniahmeni in 
early life, has never entirely recovered from it. He appean^ 
however, at length to understand the importance of news 
from the seat of war, and gives me a man who takes nie 
through the snow again to the captain's lodginga I Ofpnt 
to wake up that functionary also on mj own respon- 
sibility. 

So to the captain we go, and the soldier taps respectfully 
at his window. A voice, like a discharge of small anm^ 
says something in Wallachian, which is still spoken here; 
but I do not catch the words clearly. The soldier answera 
tremblingly, and looks daggers at me. Then there is another 
volley of words, which I think it prudent to cut shorty fay 
explaining my name and business. 

Then my passport must be examined again, but it is 
looked at this time by a man who can at least read the 
Oerman visa at Orsova, without which I should have h&m 
lost, and it is returned to me with great courtesy. 

The soldier is ordered to get me vorapcmn directly, but 
not even the officer can let me off without a long conversa- 
tion, during which I try to give him food for some days^ 
conversation in as few words as possible. 

In conclusion, he says I shall have to pay double the price 
of vorspemrif and give me a present to the corporaL I 
smilingly agree to this, and the window closes. I am once 
more free to roam through the snow in search of 
horses. 

The corporal is a brisk fellow, and the peasants know him 
too well to oppose any difficulties to his demand, so the matter 
is soon arranged ; but the horses are wandering about the 
fields somewhere, and will fii*st have to be found, then caught 
This will take an hour or two, which I may as well pass 
agreeably ; for the corporal has promised to send for me 
when all is ready. 

There are lights, and the sound of fiddling coming through 
some half-opened shutters in the high street. I inquire the 
reason of this, and am informed there is a public ball within. 
I rejoice at that circumstance, and immediately join the 
revellers with much inward satis&ction at the prospect of 
warmth, and wine, and wassaiL 
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I find a merry gipsy-like assembly. The men are dressed 
in shirt-sleeves, high black sheepskin caps with the wool 
turned outwards, hessian boots, and embroidered breeches. 
The women have their hair bound up in gay-coloured 
handkerchiefs, they have high-coloured complexions, rather 
bronzed, and sheepskin great coats. They are dancing 
with much energy and determination, and altogether free 
from that awkward bashfulness which so often forms part 
of English country merrymakings. They danced indeed so 
joyously, that I took an early opportunity of joining them, 
and in less than a quarter of an hour after my entrance 
among them, I was clapping my hands, and shaking my 
forefinger, and turning round about with an alacrity that 
surprised myself. I must have looked a strange outlandish 
figure, but nobody made any observation about me, and 
I seemed to take my place among the dancers quite 
naturally. 

I noticed that the fiddlers who played to us were as usual 
melancholy men, but perhaps they were affected by the 
presence of the fourteen Austrian soldiers on duty, in the 
little room, though there were but nineteen other men, 
fiddlers included ! 



CHAPTER XLVIIL 

The author expatiates on the pleasure of travelling in Austria. A 
gend'arme. The raiiberation. A judge turned bandit. A paternal 
government. Wise distribution of official patronage. A democrat. 
Clemency of the emperor. An orphan heiress. A faithful steward. 
Good feeling of the Bouman peasantry. Number of policemen in 
livery. 

It is a pleasant thing to travel in Austria — ^that is, for a man 
of rank, or an officer on public service. Perhaps, for other 
people, it is not so pleasant. 

I, too, got an order for vorspomn on application to the 
captain of police, at a little market town. He also gave me 
a gend'arme to accompany me, and see that I experienced 
no delay. '' Eor^" said he^ *' nothing can be done without a 
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gend*anne here.** He was a polite, courteous gentlemaiiy lie 
spoke in perfect good fidth and kindness, but I think he had 
little idea of the melancholy meaning of such worda. 

The gend'arme is seated beside me in the carriage, and ve 
are rolling along fast enough now ; we can therefore enier 
into conversation. 

^ Oh yes," says the gend'arme, '' we have a great deal to 
do here. There are a vast number of robberies, and we hare 
some traveller's business stilL The robbers go about in 
gangs, and the peasants are in league with them. They have 
recently shot sixteen of us who were sent to capture thettu 
There are sometimes as many as twenty of these bandits 
together. 

'^ There is a £stmous robber in this immediate country. He 
was an honest man before the rauberadon (an Axutrian 
official name for revolution). Since then, his head has been 
quite turned, nobody will betray him. He was a judge for- 
merly, some fancied injustice has made a bandit of him. 

'' We shot two of his gang the other day and brought them 
in as prisoners, but they were as obstinate as the peasants, 
nothing could be got out of them. 

" I am a Bohemian. No Boumans or people of the Banat 
are employed here ; if they get places, they are all sent else- 
where. 

" Oh, yes ! the country is in a very disturbed state, though 
not so bad as in Hungary and Croatia. We arrested a 
large landed proprietor the other day. I was sent to escort 
him to Vienna, where he was put in prison. By the other 
day, I mean a few months ago. Nobody has heard of him 
since, and his house is of course shut up and going to ruin ; 
so are his lands. We arrested him at night in bed. He 
had only returned home a few hours. He made no resdst- 
ance, but only put his hand to his head and groaned. He 
had been pardoned once by our Lord Emperor, but nothing 
could keep him from meddling with the democrats, and he 
came back here, after a two years' absence in Turkey, only 
to fall into a trap we had laid for him. 

" We arrested also a lady last week, that is just four days 
ago. She was young, rich, high-bom, an orphan heiress. 
She, too, had been mixing in politics. I went there with 
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fourteen more of us. She appeared surprised to see us, and 
asked us, laughingly at first, if we were not ashamed to lay 
hands on a woman. Then she screamed and called her 
servants, but her steward had betrayed her, so we soon got 
her into a cart which we had brought, and she is now at 
Vienna also. 

" We have also lately arrested a Frenchman and a Hun- 
garian, who were found vmiing together. Oh, no, we don't 
joke with them when they play with pens and ink. We 
catch a great many fellows of this sort by the electric tele- 
graph. There is no outstripping that, and it is a great 
help to us. The peasants hate \is with much cordiality. 
Sometimes they play us tricks, looking as stolid and serious 
all the time, that you would not think them able to do such 
things to save their lives. 

" A Wallach came to me one day, and said mysteriously, 
that he knew where Sandor, the Hungarian democrat, was 
concealed. He appointed to meet me in the evening, and 
we had to cross the Theiss in a small boat to get to the 
place. The Wallach overturned the boat purposely on a 
dark winter's night. My comrade was drowned, but I 
escaped, to find that there was no Sandor nor anybody else to 
be seen on the opposite shore. They play all sorts of tricks, 

too, about the vorspamn. When Greneral was passing 

through here the other night, they pretended they had no 
horses, and brought him oxen." 

Then came a little touch, which reminded me of Kussian 
Catherine and Potemkin. 

" Yes," said the gend'arme, musingly, in answer to a pre- 
vious observation of mine. " Yes, the houses are pretty 
good by the high roadside, in the villages they are wretched 
hovels. The state of morals among the country people is 
as bad as it can be. The priests here are of no account ; look 
at that one driving his own waggon, he is no better than 
any other peasant ; it is difierent in Bohemia. They might 
be rich, but they will not; they are stupid and apathetic about 
everything. 

" There are twenty regiments of gend'armes in Austria, 
each is composed of 1,000 men. There is about to be 
another raised for service in Wallachia; we must serv» 
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eight yean in it, then we are allowed to go free. 'Soboit 
would serve if he ooold help it. It is a hateful servioey and 
we get no penaon. 

''You admire mj pipe t Yes (with a sigh). I am veiy 
proud of it ; it came from Bohemia. My sweetheart sent it 
me last Christmas twelvemonth ; she is married to the black- 
amith now." 



CHAPTEB XLIX. 

Tlie author expresses his deligbt in tbe passport cfystem, and reveils 
its beauties. Temesyar. The author performs several popular and 
admired dances before the nobility of the Banat, as a delicate hint 
to the British Gk>vemment as to ms qualifications for high employ- 
ment. An Austrian officer states an amusing opinion as to the 
prospects of the present war. 

Ajteb all; there is some good in the passport system, and it 
is as well to acknowledge it, just as we would a trait of 
virtue in a highway robber. A passport enables a traveller 
at once to prove his identity, and the amount of considera- 
tion to which he is entitled. It enables him, indeed, to 
show that there is nothing wrong or questionable about 
himself or his business, an advantage sometimes of great 
importance to a stranger in an out-of-the-way place. 

I had not been in Temesvar, therefore, half an hour, 
when I received an invitation to a grand ball at the Casino, 
where half the nobility of the Banat were assembled ; and 
I thus had an opportunity of making acquaintance with a 
very agreeable and curious society, which I owed entirely to 
my passport. I also had some conversation with an AuS" 
trian oflEicer, who interested me a good deal. 

" If we have war with the Russians," said he, gravely, 
" our position here will be a difficult one : they (the Rus- 
sians) have been spending millions intriguing with the 
Servians and the Wallachs. All the higher Greek clergy 
are Russians at heart. Austria is not free to act, indeed, 
hemmed in as she is by Russia on the one hand, and Prussia 
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on the otHer ; menaced as she is, also, with internal disorders 
in all parts of her dominions. Then we, positively, have no 
money. We have, however, men ; so that perhaps you 
could help us, and we could then help you. You will find in 
the end that you will want a numerous auxiliary army, for 
we are on the eve of another thirty years' war. 

" Yet Austria wanted peace ; though it is said, indeed, that 
the ministers in Vienna find it difficult to hold the Emperor, 
who pants for military glory sadly. A year or two of quiet 
would have reorganized and tranquillized ns. As yet, 
however, there are still hot heads plotting in many places to 
do mischief. 

** Your fault is, that your army has no chief. Canrohert, 
Raglau, and Bosquet can never all get on satisfactorily 
together. What you want with an army is one will, — dicta- 
torial power, in short. Then your press is mischievous in 
military matters." 



CHAPTER L. 

Hungary. A village inn. A sleigh. A stranger. His instructive 
discourse and dangerous opinions. Mildness of a paternal 
government. 

It was a pretty house, with that clean and decent air about 
it, which reminds one so often of the homeland in Hungary. 
Indeed, if you shut your eyes for a moment, and then 
reopened them, it was difficult to fancy that you were not 
at a country public-house in England. The floor of the 
parlour was neatly sanded ; the walls were hung with little 
black family miniatures, which seemed to be so old, there 
was no remembering them ; beside, there were also sporting 
prints, chiefly relating to the subject of fox-hunting, which 
was a very popular amusement in Hungary before the 
revolution. 

I had discussed a very good veal cutlet, and was sipping 
some capital home-brewed ale, while the orderly was gone to 

p 
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get wp tlie vorspann, when a country sledge and pair gal- 
loped up to the door, and shortly afterwards its solitary 
occupant entered the room in which I was sitting and ordered 
dinner. 

In England it would have been, of course, my duty to take 
up a newspaper, even if I held it upside down, on the 
appearance of a stranger. Foreign manners, however, are 
luckily difi'erent, and as my pipe did not burn very satisfec- 
torily, the stranger courteously offered to refill it, 

" This is tobacco grown on my own lands," said he, " and 
I am anxious to have your opinion about it." 

He was a fine, hale, hearty man, with a fair beard and 
clear blue eye. Honesty and fearlessness seemed written on 
as frank and open a countenance as ever won upon you at 
first sight. 

We soon got into conversation, and before my horses were 
harnessed, we were loath to part. 

" You are alone," said I. 

" Yes," he answered ; " but there is room for two. "Will 
you join me as far as the next village, where you will have 
to change horses ? I live there, and we shall go faster than 
your heavy carriage, which can follow us ; beside, sledging is 
pleasanter than wheels this weather." 

When we had driven away from the little inn, and were 
out of all chance of spying and eavesdropping, my new 
acquaintance turned to me with a sort of hungry hope in his 
countenance, and asked abruptly, "Well, what chance is 
there for us 1 " 

I would have turned the conversation, but he went on, 
with a deep sigh : " Ah, things are very bad here," he rather 
groaned than said ; " we are being ground to dust — an*ests, 
hangings, shootings, floggings, are still going on here. Every 
one is running away who can do so. I should have gone 
out-land also, but for my wife and large family. It is mad- 
ness for me to speak to you — a stranger — so boldly as I do ; 
but you are an Englishman, so I know that I am safe. We 
are spied everywhere : we are not safe from the police in 
our own homes, by our fire-sides, or in bed even. We 
had lately some emissaries from the liberals amono* us. 
The police got scent of this, and pursued them ; but we 
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^ere all true, and they escaped. The people love Kossuth ; 
the nobles and landowners do not ; yet they lost nothing by 
the revolution, and their estates are more valuable than be- 
fore. The abolition of the corvie was really little felt by the 
landlords. 

" Hungary is ill defended, the fortresses are ill kept. The 
regiments here are composed chiefly of Italians and Poles, 
who are disaffected to a man. Even the Bohemians could 
not be relied on by the Emperor in another struggle. No 
Hungarian is employed in any public department in Hun- 
gary, or would dare accept office under the Austrians, under 
penalty of being genei-ally degraded in the estimation of his 
countrymen, and shunned by them. The few exceptions are 
most utterly despised. 

" We are in real righteous earnest in our determination to 
throw off the yoke of Austria. We hope ever that the 
time of our liberation from our wretched bondage is drawing 
nearer ; when it comes, we shall be ready. The present state 
of things cannot endure. God has hardened the hearts of 
our tyrants, that their ruin may be more complete. 

" The state of the law here is melancholy to think about ; 
no branch of it displays the smallest activity except the police. 
A suit on the smallest affair often lasts for years. The tribu- 
nals will not give decisions till they have been bribed ; and 
abuses exist, which will exist in all countries where it is 
forbidden to expose them. 

" The chilling influence of Austria is everywhere. Educa- 
tion is falling off. We will not send our children to schools 
where they only learn impious praises of despotism and the 
Emperor. 

" Our servitude is cruel. We cannot dance, fiddle, be bom, 
or maiTy, without permission. Our veiy songs and amuse- 
ments are regulated, and only allowed at stated times. 
Three or four of us cannot meet together at dinner but 
there will be a spy sent to watch. We are afraid of our 
own shadows. We cannot trust our own wives, for a word 
spoken in mere carelessness or gossip may send us to a felon's 
gaol, or cousigu us at once to an infamous death. But we 
are getting very stubborn and sulky ; if we get the upper 
hand again, we shall be terrible. Oh 1 if you knew how we 
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love the very name of free England, and stretch our im- 
ploring arms to her." 

There was a terrible earnestness about the man — a kind of 
famished hope, as I have said. I can hardly describe it, but 
it afiected me very strongly. He seemed a man above the 
middle rank of life, perhaps a landholder in good circum- 
stances ; for he was well acquainted with agricultural affairs. 
He said the war had affected the price of grain and provisioDfl 
in Hungary a little, but not much. It cost about twenty 
English pounds a year to keep a horse in food only. 



CHAPTER LL 

The anthor expresses his delight in Mr. Boggleion, her Mijesty'i 
extraordinary envoy at the court of Schwartz^-WUrst-Schinkens- 
hausen. The honourable Isaac Boggleton founds the courtly fiimilj 
of Blunderbore. Popular idea of a Tory. The Boggleton fiunilj. 
Lord Gatynynetayle and the Hon. Sholto Boggleton. Their 
success in life. Amiable character of the Hon. Sholto. He 
acquires the support of the Whigs, and becomes the pride and 
delight of the Foreign OflBce. 

Vulgar people could never be brought to understand why 
Mr. Boggleton represented Great Britain at the court of 
SchwartZ'Wurst-Schhikenshausen, or what he did there. 
Persons in high life, however, knew very well that Boggleton 
was the family name of the Earls of Blunderbore. This 
answered the first pai*t of the question intelligibly enough ; 
while as for his duties, their name was legion, as will be 
explained by-and-by. 

The first Earl of Blunderbore had received his peerage for 
the patriotic and energetic assistance he had rendered, to a 
Tory government, which had remained in power precisely one 
month and three days. It had had the usual lespect of Tory 
governments for ready-made reputations, the usual ungenerous 
neglect of its own friends : so it bought old Sir Isaac Bog- 
gleton, who was perfectly prepared to rat for a peerage, and 
did so with the utmost cheerfulness. To be sure, they disap- 
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pointed four of tbeir thickest-headed and most consistent 
supporters; but, after all, Boggleton was worth his price. He 
was a brazen-faced old fellow, who stood up for them with 
such coolness and intrepidity ; who so brow-beat common 
sense, and laughed it to scorn, that their tenure of office had 
been prolonged more than a fortnight beyond the term which 
had appeared possible, and there had very nearly occurred 
a riot in the streets of London in consequence. 

It was natural that the Tories should feel a high respect 
for the Earl of Blunderbore, after such distinguished services. 
He was almost the only man of ability who had anything to 
do with them. He was more— he was a convert 1 It was 
right that they should make a good deal of him; it was 
decent ; and for a wonder they did so. The old gentleman, 
therefore, passed the evening of his days very agreeably 
among other old gentlemen whose business it was to be 
Tories, who had so much of what they ought not to have had, 
that it would have been highly imprudent in them to be 
anything else. Among snug bear-leaders who had lent 
money to their cubs when the old lord would send no more 
drafts to Naples or Vienna, and who had ripened into unre- 
formed bishops in consequence ; among collateral heirs who 
had succeeded to entailed estates in spite of creditors and 
orphan daughters ; among persons whose origin was so base 
and whose wealth was so great that they were obliged to 
turn Tories in self-defence ; among elderly ladies who had 
had Tory placemen for husbands, and enjoyed convenient 
pensions payable every quarter-day in consequence ; among 
enthusiastic young ladies, whose heads were turned by Sir 
Walter Scott's novels ; and in short, among that comfortable 
class of people of whom the Tory party is exclusively made 
up : persons of whom one could never think without being 
reminded of an answer given by the Prince de Conde to some 
one who reproached him with being an aristocrat — " It is 
my trade," said the light-hearted Frenchman ; " you also 
would be an aristocrat if you were Prince of Conde." When 
therefore the bran new Earl of Blunderbore married, and it 
was said that he begat two sons, the eyes of the world generally 
were supposed to be turned upon those two sons. They were 
regarded by mankind as among the ornaments of the earth ; 
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they were supposed to be bom legislators and statesmen ; to 
belong to the only class which possesses the governing bump^ 
or any other bump worth having. They did not disappoint 
the expectations which the human race had formed of them. 
The elder son, Lord Catynynetayle, managed the regiment 
which he obtained, before meaner men get their captaincies, 
in such a manner that everybody who had not a handle to 
his name was very speedily managed out of it. The members 
of the regiment also managed themselves in such a manner 
as to figure very frequently in the daily papers under the 
reports of proceedings in the Insolvent Debtors Court; 
which of course showed a fine feeling of respect for the laws 
of their country, and delighted everybody. Let an awed 
and thankful public only fancy the condescension of gentle- 
men with handles to their names, deigning to answer the 
questions of a vulgar insolvent commissioner, without order- 
ing him to be put to death. There was a lesson for the 
court of Schwartz-Wtirst-Schinkenshausen, and the absolute 
governments ! Here was progress 1 And the Tories pointed 
to it triumphantly as the only instance of progress which had 
taken place among them since the turbulent barons of the 
Henries had marched against their creditors sword in hand. 
In order that this lesson might be fully impressed on the 
court of Schwartz-WUrst-Sckinkenshausen, and in order that 
this court or any other court (this was a Tory phrase for in- 
dicating foreign nations) might for the future understand that 
the English were an enlightened and progressive people, Mr. 
Sholto Boggleton was appointed as one of the representatives 
of Great Britain and its dependencies. A Tory government 
was indeed deprived of the pleasure of nominating him, 
because at that period such a curiosity as a Tory government 
had not bee;i seen in Britain for some time. Mr. Boggleton 
was appointed by a government which went by the name of 
liberal, and therefore took every occasion to show its respect 
for the institution of aristocracy, and many other institutions 
equally fusty and wonderful. 

There were at that time some thousands of bright men in 
England who would have filled the post given to the 
Hon. Sholto Boggleton in such a manner as to have enshrined 
the name of their country for years in the grateful remem- 
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brance of the people among whom they dwelt ; who would 
have made themselves of unknown utility to their own land ; 
who would have softened international jealousies, explained 
away mischievous errors and misunderstandings ; who would 
have made peace fniitful of mutual good offices, and wars 
impossible; who would have shown what a real blessing 
diplomacy might be made between states ; what kindly 
feelings aud pleasant intercourse it might create ; how it 
might dispel the fogs of ignorance, and guide the nations of 
the earth nearer to each other. Such men, however, were 
mostly scholars, book- writers, speechifiers, and other low 
people. They were not the second sons of Earls Blunder- 
bore, and they had not the diplomatic bump accordingly. 

The Hon. Sholto Boggleton had the diplomatic bump, and 
a very remarkable bump it was. He was the most pig- 
headed man in his profession, and therefore the pride and 
delight of the Foreign Office. He was aggravating and ill- 
tempered beyond what could be supposed possible. It was 
dangerous to ask him how he was, lest he should suppose 
you had heard he was failing, and bear you a grudge to the 
end of his days. He was a man who hoarded up grudges, 
and kept them warm, — he would not have parted with one 
on any account. In general, he despised all the world which 
did not belong to the family of the Earls of Blunderbore, whom 
it was now to be understood descended from somebody who 
ought to have been king of Scotland, but was not. All 
other earls were leather and prunella to the Earls of Blun- 
derbore. Still they might be endured at " one's table." But 
if a commoner, whose name was ringing from one end of 
Europe to the other, as one of the foremost men of his age 
and country, had dared to leave a card on Mr. Boggleton, 
under the absurd impression that he had a right to his 
(Mr. Boggleton's) services and good will, it is extremely pro- 
bable his (Mr. Boggleton's) porter would have declined to 
take such card in at the door. All I can say is, that woe 
betide that porter if he were to venture to disturb Mr. Bog- 
gleton while making extracts from the newspapers to send 
home in such a case ! It is probable, in this event, that one 
of Mr. Boggleton's back teeth would have been found next 
day at an immense distance, he, Mr. Boggleton, having 
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exploded with surprise and rage. The man wrangled mih 
everybody. He was what Lord Bacon calls a ** poser." He 
was ignorant to a degree that was quite laughable ; yet he 
would ask questions which would puzzle the wisest. When 
they were not answered, he wrote home by special mes- 
senger to say things were going wrong, and he added a 
private note for Mr. Huffey, of the Foreign Office. He 
wrangled with the court of Schwartz- Wiirst-Schinkenshausen 
because he was not asked to dinner often enough, till e?ery 
person connected with that court, from the lord high taker- 
off of the boots downwards, grew fidgety at the very name 
of an Englishman, and wished the whole race at Jericho. 
They thought us, with reason, a wearisome people, for they 
judged us by Mr. Boggleton. He spied upon the royal 
family, so that the very house-servants were not free ftim 
his posers ; and he watched for the lacqueys in the street to 
ask questions. This was one of his ideas of diplomacy. But 
the strong point of Mr. Bogglet(m was his suspicion : sus- 
picion was his forte. It was another of his ideas of diplo- 
macy to suspect everybody. When he asked peo^jle how 
they did, he looked as if he wanted one of their teeth. If 
they answered, " Yery well, I thank you, Mr. Boggleton," 
he was down upon them with an " Oh ! because yesterday 
you said you were not so well." 

This signified that the person addressed was not a Boggleton, 
that he was therefore likely to deceive the British lion as to 
the state of his health, and that he had deceived him. The 
British lion immediately wrote home these facts by special 
messenger accordingly. The man's life must have been as 
great a bore to himself as it was to other people. The 
awful creak of his shoes put everybody to flight who could 
get out of his way, except the wits, who stopped to roast 
him ; and never was there a man who writhed under a 
roasting like Mr. Boggleton. All the good stories which 
had been current for fifteen years at Schwartz- Wiirst-Schin- 
kenshausen had something to do with him. 

Ladies' albums swarmed with caricatures of him. Bibald 
attaclies mimicked and made burlesque songs about him. Even 
his own staff were ashamed to dine with him, or be seen 
with him off duty. They were mere ciphers, but they 
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were not so intensely stupid as their chief, and they 
knew it. 

Yet the Hon. Mr. Boggleton was a mighty man in his 
way. He wrote " The British Minister^' on his cards, in 
such large letters, that people almost thought there rmist be 
something in them : that they signified, or ought to signify, 
a man eminent in some way, courtly if not wise, a wit if not 
a statesman. Knowing of what nonsense diplomacy has 
been hitherto made up, they Would not be entitled to 
expect more, nor would they, if sensible people. If they 
expected this, however, they would be monstrously disap- 
pointed. 

" The British Minister" had the appearance of a butcher, 
and the manners of a footman. At court he was full of 
absurd, almost impudent cringing (which was another of his 
ideas of diplomacy), elsewhere he was the official snob per- 
sonified. Those who know the British diplomatic service well, 
have seen and heard of whole generations of Boggletous and 
Blunderbores. If it were otherwise, we should not now be 
squabbling in the Black Sea or the Baltic, and on evil terms 
with nearly half the world, on all occasions. It is not sur- 
prising. We have intrusted the interests of a hundred 
millions of people, and the empire on which the sun never 
sets, almost entirely to Boggletons and Blunderbores. The 
result was natural, and is of course extremely edifying. 



CHAPTER LII. 

The author reflects that British statesmanship, properly considered, is 
a handicraft. He explains how he has arrived at this conclusion. 
He suggests the employment of a few cheap thinkers. The last 
finishing graces of office. 

I ASKED myself pensively, as I went upon my way, whether 
modem diplomacy and statesmanship, as understood in 
Britain, is not really a handicraft. To the earnest inquirer, 
who goes fairly into the subject, it would appear to consist 
almost entirely in easy manual labour, better paid, though 
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seldom, save in cases of fabricating wars and tumults, so pro* 
ductive as muscular exertion of other kinds. 

To be a successful public man among the Britons, it is 
necessary to cultivate betimes the art of writing — " On her 
Majesty's service," and, " I have the honour to be, livith the 
highest respect, my lord, your lordship's most obedient 
humble servant," to the Right Honourable the Earl Grey, 
Minto, St. Germans, Russell, Wood, or such other conde- 
scending scions of those noble families who may deign, from 
time to time, to rule over us. Sometimes it may be neces- 
sary to insert the word " sir," instead of " my lord ; " but this 
will hardly interfere with our previous proposition, because 
the statesman who has once acquired the art of writing an 
imposing official hand without flourishes might have an 
official remembrancer, or other cheap thoughtful man, to 
remind him of this trivial difference, whenever it should be 
rendered temporarily necessary by unavoidable alterations 
or changes in the arrangements of these noble governing 
families. In the Foreign Office, it will also be necessary to 
learn the right official formation of every letter in the 
following despatch, of which originals executed on the very 
best pattern may be obtained at all the family embassies and 
legations. This despatch is indeed of such constant usage, 
so honoured, both in the transmission and reception, so curt 
yet so courteous, that no apology is offered for giving it 
entire. 

" My Lord (Sir), I have the honour to acknowledge 
yoxu: lordship's (your, your Excellency's) despatch, and to 
convey to you the approval of her Majesty's Government 
as to the course you have pursued relative to the question 
of diplomatic etiquette raised by you with the Court of 
Schwartz- W Urst-Schinkenshausen. 

" Her Majesty's Government, however, do not think it 
necessary to enter on the other less important subjects to 
which this very grave question has given rise. 

" I have, (fee." 

In a carefully executed treatise like the present, in which 
it is necessary to lay down rules which may be considered a 
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standard authority on most points, it is impossible to pass 
over several of the other more important duties which it 
will be ever necessary for the conscientious, true British 
statesman to master thoroughly, as long as Britannia rules 
the waves, and the noble families of Grey, Elliott, and 
Russell, rule Britannia. We do not say that they are 
necessary as a title to office. The enlightened patronage 
which presides over the destinies of our country has too 
pure and lofty a scorn of qualifications to allow the bliss of 
ignorance to bar promotion in public life. They act piously 
on that Christian principle which saith, " To him who hath 
much shall be given, and to him who hath not, that little 
which he hath shall be taken away." But there are considera- 
tions by which a patriotic cousinocracy will be influenced, 
although they are never uncourteously or obtrusively forced 
upon them. 

We feel a proud conviction that every Grey, Elliott, and 
Russell, will not disappoint those well-founded expectations 
that Britain has long entertained. That they will ever do 
their duty firmly, in presenting themselves with the exactest 
punctuality to receive their salaries and write the official 
receipt, according to the foim made and provided in such cases. 

It is unnecessary, also, to do more than remind every 
noble family official, that it may be laid down as an absolute 
rule, that he will be required to possess due cunning in the 
difficult craft of folding neatly, and docketing despatches in 
a straight line. The words of the docket will be found in 
the first lines of the despatch. He should also know how 
to open a despatch, and put it together again with its 
inclosures. 

He should give long and careful study to the art of making 
an ordinary and a flying seal a beautiful and sublime official 
mystery ; — signing appointments, unbonneting to deputations, 
eating dinners, and drinking healths, with the proper mode of 
holding the knife, fork, and glass, in order to make a fitting 
impression on the common and popular ; — sketching carica- 
tures, and twiddling the thumbs with proper indifference at 
a cabinet council ; — taking a cigar gi-acefully out of the 
mouth, to reply with necessary gravity to any absurd special 
person asking for employment; — the buttoning of official 
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nniforma according to the last tailoring regnlation ;- 
quiring the true art of raising the fore- finger of the right 
hand to menace a feeble minister in a manner duly imposiog, 
and to learn the real fiddlededee spreading out of the palms 
to express becoming awe and reverence of a strong one. 

All these are among the duties of a conscientious British 
statesman ; and though a deferential nation does not presume 
to insinuate that any member of the governing families 
should be perfect in them all, perhaps she will not be asking 
too much of their long-tried affection for her offices, that 
they may sometimes be not altogether unwilling to display 
a few of them ; not as a right which she is so arrogant as to 
claim, but merely for her delectation, and to keep her per- 
I)etual admiration of the families at the right pitch of enthu- 
siasm. 

We have named but a few of the arduous manual duties 
of British envoys at foreign courts, and their more august 
masters at home, and we trust an unreflecting public will 
not suppose that they are merely confined even to the 
severe labour we have already described. Graceful and en- 
ergetic fiddling, especially over the downfall of the liberal 
minister who ap])ointed you, may please his personal enemies 
at the court to which you are accredited ; it will delight his 
political opponents in your own country ; it will make you 
a party among his courtly adversaries; and therefore, bv stu- 
dents of the higher arts of diplomacy, as one which will en- 
able them to figure advantageously at European congresses 
and the like, the valuable art of diplomatic fiddling should 
never be forgotten. 

To curl the hair in lovelocks languishingly, to receive a 
petition without flinging it in the face of the idiotic appli- 
cant, to consign it to endless consideration in the strong box 
of oblivion with sufficient celerity, to copy extracts from 
newspapers, to transmit them home with ideas culled from 
the last leading article thereto referring, to copy the paid 
abuse of some hireling pamplileteer about the press in private 
letters to oflicial friends ; these, and many more, are also 
to be considered as belonging, though not so necessarily as 
those formerly mentioned, to the onerous toils of British 
statesmanship at home and abroad. But it must be owned 
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that they are only the last finishing graces of the accom- 
plished — the glories of red tape incarnate and made perfect ; 
and to all who really possess the right family connection, 
they may be indeed elegant and useful, but they are not 
necessary. 



CHAPTER LITI. 

The journey ends. Sensation at Bodenback. The art of pumping. 
Saxon Switzerland. The author describes the scenery on the road 
in a lively aud agreeable manner, and arrives at Dover in the 
character of a troubadour. 

My journey is drawing to a close. At Szegedin I reached 
the railroad, and the toils and difficulties of my journey, the 
strange and racy interest of it, was over. 

At Bodenback I perceived that my bearskin cloak, my 
cap and boots, began to attract attention, and I was pounced 
upon and pumped, with various degrees of ability, as a new 
arrival from the seat of war. Here, also, I fitat noticed a 
marked change of climate, though the snow still lay on the 
ground like a fairy mantle, and the fir trees and lovely heights 
of Saxon Switzerland glittered with a thousand pearls, 
placed there by the royal hand of the lavish frost — a guerdon 
of the winter king. The long sparkling drops of pure, pure 
ice hung down from cliff and precipice in variegated beauty, 
glowing with a thousand colours, as the sunset shone on them, 
till they looked like the wondrous magical tracery of some 
enchanted palace. 

So away, away past storied Prague, where dwelt brave 
Wallenstein, whom Schiller sang; by artist Dresden, and 
Leipsic the bookish, and by dull Magdeburg ; away from 
bluff bachelor Brunswick, and the quaint courtly city of 
Hanover, by Minden's bloody plain, to the dark towers and 
steeples of Cologne, more numerous than the days of the 
year. The shiine of the fabulous three kings is here, the 
gi-ave of the fairest of the Medici; but I linger not, and the 
eleven thousand virgins call in vain &om their cold graves. 
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I once migbt have dropped a tear at their story — ^tHe jimBgi 
the beautiful, the pious — ^but now it would freeze upon my 
cheek. 

On speeds the train, looking in the grey wintry air like 
the car of Erebus, bearing off the souls of the damned. 
Towns and villages flit by us hat. On the right lies pleasant 
Aachen and the tomb of Charlemagne ; dyspepsia gives it 
many pilgrims. In passing, one may wonder ruefully that 
Europe was ever one great empire, or ceased to be aa 
Next we come to Yerviers, of many looms ; it is the frontier 
town of Belgium, and our luggage is examined amid stormy 
remonstrances and Belgian phlegm. 

Again the engine groans and hisses ; we are in the Low 
Countries, thinking of Louis XIV. and Marlborough, remem- 
bering stories of fine old Dutch admirals, and the patriots 
who bearded Spain ; also of Egmont and Horn, and the 
bloody Duke of Alva. There was once a time, too, we 
remember, when the young and high-hearted of our own 
land, the Cavaliers and Jacobites, sought Fortune, and 
found her among the marshes and canals, and in the pictu- 
resque old cities of these glorious lowlands : glorious, because 
they have been the field of some of the greatest events of 
European history, and because they were the cradle of so 
much that is beautiful in art and useful in commerce. The 
memories of daring deeds are busy within me as the train 
hurries on parallel with the border fortress of Maestricht 
But now we come upon the clanging forges and many lights 
of Liege ; so fancy shifts the scene also. This is the town 
which was beleaguered by Charles^ the bold Duke of Bur- 
gundy, and corrupted by the crafty Louis XL There fought 
William de la Marck, the wild boar of Ardennes, to whose 
other crimes Scott has added the murder of the Prince 
Bishop, of which he was guiltless. Quentin Durward here, 
with bluff Crevecoeur and the fair St. Croix, flit like shadows 
before us. 

And then we are at sweet Louvain, rich, also, of its re- 
nown in the middle ages. It is now but a shadow ; yet the 
town-hall is the marvel of all Belgium, and so is its fJEimous 
beer. 

On, on, through Brussels, the mimic and factiooa Ghent 
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With Malines comes the vision of revel, and bright dapaes in 
delicate array ; we see the dance, we hear the strain, we 
breathe the scented air : but all fade away as we reach 
gloomy Ostend, with its population of debtors and outlaws, 
its sanctuary for pigs.* 

It is eleven o'clock, and the Dover mail starts in an hour. 
Seventeen more, tossed on the stormy waters, bring the 
white clifis of England in sight ; aAd mistily they rise against 
the winter sky. 

Now I write from the " Ship," at Dover, where they take 
the stranger in. The sea-coal fire burns cheerfully in its 
ample grate, and the winds shout their loud and wild huzzah 
without, like Titans rejoicing ; and I have written a book, 
as you know. The advertisements, in letters an inch long, 
stare at me from every paper ; and, behold, I am arraigned 
for trial at the bar of public opinion — the judgment dread- 
ing, yet hoping. But why tarry the wheels of my chariot ? 
They must not tarry long ; straining eyes are watching for 
me — 

" And the wine-cup shall run over and the fatted calf be slain, 
And the welkin ring with laugh and song when love meets love again." 

YODERL. 

And now, sweet queen of gentle reign, 

Across the blustering wave 
Thy lover's speeding home again, 

A monarch and a slave. 
Hoist high the flag, call out the guard. 

And I'll salute thee then, 
The queen her faithful liege regard. 

The king greet his again. 

Thou giv'st me nought of golden store, 

No knighthood and no gem. 
And I can offer thee no more 

Than love's fair diadem. 
Yet what a royalty is ours. 

From vulgar sway apart. 
There's oft not in a kaiser's powers 

The sweet rule o'er a heart. 



* There is an old law at Ostend which forbids pigs to be killed 
within the precincts of the town. 
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CHAPTER LrV. 

The author expresses a patriotic joy at having been allo-wed by obliging 
circumstances to return to his country. He comments on the 
freedom and glory of our institutions, and expresses his heartfelt 
satisfaction at the state of affairs generally. He alludes to his well- 
bred interest in the fashionable announcements of the morniDg 
papers. He undertakes the defence of the Foreign Office from the 
interested attacks of venal and designing persons. He expresses 
a generous delight in official amusements. He discreetly- praises 
the Foreign Office clerks, and commends their useful attention to 
the honourable and lucrative pursuits of commerce, by which this 
country has gradually grown so rich and great. He describes them 
as taking rank among the great merchant princes of the land. The 
author cites a prudent rule established by our wise men, and defends 
himself from the imputation of deserting his unfortunate subject fay 
explaining that many of our battles have been recently fought upon 
foolscap, very hot-pressed indeed. 

Having now returned to my loffcily-situated home in this 
free and enlightened country, I am bound to express my 
grave and solemn sense of obligation to the obliging circum- 
stances which have conducted me hither. I feel grateful 
even to the Yarna packet, also to the Bulgarian post-boys. 
I feel grateful to that true British sailor Admiral Boxer, 
who did not cause me to be arrested in the Black Sea and 
conveyed to the nearest station-house. I am grateful to the 
Austrian army of occupation, which did not swallow me up, 
or draw and quarter me in the Principalities. I feel deeply 
obhged, and ever shall, to the Hungarian post-boys, also to 
the authorities and the policemen I met so frequently after 
paying my fare at Szegedin. I desire to express my delight 
in the landlords of the various hotels who kindly took me 
in on the road. I wish to thank the captain of the channel 
packet, with proper energy and good feeling, for his admira- 
ble arrangements on board his ship. I would convey my 
appreciation of the delicate conduct of the railway porters at 
the Dover station ; also of those at London Bridge. I was 
much gratified by the true politeness of the individual in the 
pigeon-hole, who was so good as to receive my fare. I shall 
always feel a pardonable British pride in the swift and pru- 
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dent cabman, who displayed such admirable energy at the 
door of my lodgings. I am, indeed, generally sensible of a 
feeling of intense satisfaction when I reflect upon any of the 
admirable institutions of the glorious and happy nation to 
which I have the honour to belong. I desire emphati- 
cally to express my ardent satisfaction at the state of aflairs 
generally. My very soul is wrapt in a kind of agreeable 
ecstasy, so to speak ; and I would la\;gh aloud in the joy of 
my heart, if I had not recently ascertained that it would be 
a breach of the laws of polite society so to do. 

In the process of endeavouring to analyse the reasons of 
the d^ight I am experiencing at the present pleasurable 
state of our affairs, my attention is at once directed by a 
sort of happy and amiable instinct to that immortal monu- 
ment of national wisdom, our wise, efficient, and thoroughly 
British Foreign Office. 

All persons who devote a becoming and well-bred atten- 
tion to that deeply interesting portion of our newspapers, 
which records the notices of polite entertainments among the 
aristocracy, cannot, I virtuously trust, have failed to observe 
with a glow of polite enthusiasm, that the gentlemen of the 
Foreign Office have handsomely condescended to take ad- 
vantage of the present happy crisis in our affidrs, as a fit and 
favourable opportunity to gratify the British with a display 
of their brilliant abilities as clowns and pantaloons^ in very 
spirited and well-acted pantomimes. 

Nothing can appear to a well- disciplined mind so reason- 
able as the gaiety of our official aristocracy. Whether we 
consider the vivacity of the Foreign Office as a generous 
ebullition of elderly youth and high spirits ; whether we 
ascribe it to the pleasurable feelings which must naturally 
suggest themselves, when they reflect on the amazing height 
of their connections ; whether we consider the reasonable 
lightness of their hearts, or the weight of their richly em- 
broidered purses, our respectful admiration of them will be 
in no way diminished. We cannot be otherwise than defe- 
rentially delighted that they should nobly have agreed to 
display their charming vivacity in a manner so generally 
amusing. They have, indeed, afforded an illustration of our 
favourite theory, that the right men should be put in the 

Q 



226 PICTURES FROM 

right places, which we cannot contemplate without bekig 
filled with a serene and overflowing happiness. 

We feel, indeed, as all properly-constituted persons misi^ 
such a calm, sweet sense of personal gratitude towards tbeoa^ 
that we cannot consider, without utter abhorrenoe, those 
vile and abject individuals who decline to share our ennobling 
raptures. 

If the proceedings of these prides of their country (and 
friends) should rouse the bile of those dall, ignorant, nnd 
prejudiced people who do not readily understand a joke^ 
who suppose, with troublesome wrong-headedness, that the 
ornaments of our Foreign Office (and nation) are paid fc? other 
duties than to create a healthy hilarity in the public mind, 
and to indulge the world with the performance of panto- 
mimes ; if any should be so wicked and vexatious, as to 
assert that the Foreign Office is hardly at this moment in a 
state to make a public jubilee among its members quite 
graceful ; if any should insolently object that it would have 
been more decent to evidence those charitable feelings they 
have put forward as a pretext for their interesting little 
gambols, in some less public and ostentatious manner; we 
trust that such low and soured persons, having been previ- 
ously overwhelmed with general contempt and indignation 
throughout the country, will be sternly exhorted to reflect^ 
that in a great mercantile nation like ours, where wealth 
is ever attended with such decorous adulation, it happens 
with sufficient frequency to have passed into a general rule, 
that those who have heavy pockets have necessarily light 
hearts. The cheerful class of the community, now uhder 
consideration, have heavy pockets, very heavy pockets. They 
belong to the established respectabilities, the great merchant 
princes of the country, and theirs is a very good busineaa 
Mr. Davis, the tailor, takes off his hat to them, as among his 
safest customers, and Mr. Hoby opens the folding-doors of hia 
shop with due veneration when they pass in and out. 

Their hours of business, indeed, are chiefly spent in earnest 
and exclusive attention to the lucrative and important duties 
of bankers and monopolists, and the result, as may be sup- 
posed, is most enlivening to their spirita 

It must not be vulgarly assumed that the ridiculouslj in- 
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udeqnste salaries set down in deceptive official returns are 
the only profits derived by these noblemen and gentlemen 
from their highly convenient appointments ; or that the 
paltry sum doled out to them by absurd and tardy quarterly 
payments, is the only reward they receive for their prudent 
habits of business and for their judicious and arduous atten- 
tion to their own interests. They have indeed a proper, true 
British official contempt for the ordinary pursuits of trade 
and all thereto belonging, and look benignly only on those 
vast and satisfactory operations in which they condescend 
personally to take part. Theirs is far too good a business to 
enable the most scurrilous public to fix upon them the vile 
stigma of petty trading. So good is it, indeed, that their most 
cautious relatives will agree that it is quite right they should 
enjoy as much leisure as they have a mind to indulge, seeing 
that they can so well afford to do so. 

The whole amount of that magnificent item which we are 
so proud to see figuring every year in the Budget, as a provi- 
sion for our excellent diplomacy and consular service, passes 
through the delicate hands of this well-endowed and noble 
corporation ; and it usually remains there with a lingering 
fondness for the elegant purses of " the family" which is such 
a praiseworthy aristocratic characteristic of all public money. 
The most awfiil, dignified, and high-bom ambassador, the 
most insignificant and forgotten vice-consul, are equally 
obliged 'to submit to the wise and sound commercial prin- 
ciples established by these shrewd and gifted officials. Every 
individual who has the happiness of being employed by the 
Foreign Office must pay a handsome per-centage on his salary, 
in order that it may be sanctified and blessed by remaining 
in the hands of the close and noble corporation above 
described. 

Every man- jack who fructifies in the most distant countries 
under the benign dominion of the Foreign Office, is wisely 
compelled by an established custom it would be richly de- 
served ruin to oppose, to commission some magnate of the 
home establishment as his agent, and to commit the fat 
quarterly fruit of his earnings to the keeping of that good 
and kind official, so long as he may be graciously pleased to 
retain it for his own purposes. It would be the height of 
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blackguard impertinence to require a noble Foreign Offiot 
magnate to give security, so that if he died, or otherwise 
departed official life, his involuntary customer has constaatlj 
the proud prospect open to him of some day being able i^ 
benefit a great man's heirs to the best of his humble ability. 
It would not only be very rude to press even for accoonta^ 
but it would be very impolitic. Noblemen and gentlemea 
of wealth and substance are naturally prejudiced against all 
persons in difficulties ; and to draw a salary with inconvenieiit 
regularity, would be certain to incur their contempt aad 
abhorrence. They would justly consider that the affiurs oi 
" the fellow** who did so must be in a precarious st-ate, and 
they would be very properly prepared to think many thiogs 
to his disadvantage. They who benevolently hold the keys (rf 
promotion will take considerate care to give no early notice 
of snug vacancies either to such a suspicious personage or 
his troublesome and pertinacious kindred. They will mak« 
and take every opportunity of giving currency to ingemoos 
slanders about him. They will smile in concert at his filAimg 
with judicious and caustic raillery. 

On the contrary, they are filled with overflowing sympathy 
and generous kindness for the excellent officer who allows his 
salary to accumulate in the hands of his mollified agent ; and 
assuredly that agent will allow no opportunity to go by for 
increasing his own income by furthering his client's interests. 

Some affecting little stories of this touching devotion to 
the main chance in agents have reached our ears, and prove 
that agents are not ungrateful to those who truly respect 
their banking business. If there is one thing in the world 
that they admire and esteem more than another, it is self- 
denial in a client, for the benefit of a highly-connected agent 
I venture to cite a few instances of high-souled virtue in 
agents, and I ardently hope the public will peruse them with 
the same exquisite sensations I experienced on being first 
made acquainted with them. 

A certain diplomatist, with great powers of reasoning and 
deduction, allowed his salary to remain in the hands of his 
agent till it reached the tempting and beautiful sum of 
£8,000. Suddenly the diplomatist swept down with a bill of 
exchange for the whole. His agent was evidently impressed 
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by conduct so vigorous and unexpected. He had not heard 
from his client's bankers ifor many years. His intercourse 
with the diplomatist had been entirely confined to three- 
cornered notes from his sister (a lady in the highest society)^ 
and invitations to Greenwich dinners from the diplomatist's 
brother, a shrewd Caledonian thane, who was by no means 
accustomed to waste his money. Yet, now all at once an 
imperative banker turned up with an impetuosity that was 
quite disagreeable, while the Caledonian thane and the 
diplomatist's sister (in the best society) were not even in 
London. It was observed by the under-butler of our agent, 
that on the morning after he had received the communica- 
tion of the diplomatist's bankers, he unaccountably neglected 
the cutlets {en papillote) which had been provided him for 
breakfast. 

He rallied, however, a few hours afterwards, and partook 
of lunch with much appetite, though somewhat later than 
usual, having been closeted for some time with one of the 
ministers. A week or two afterwards it appeared to all 
men, and especially to the bankers of the diplomatist, that 
his calculations had been founded on the most unerring 
principles, and the paltry draft for £8,000 was delicately 
returned to him under the same envelope with the Gazette 
which recorded his promotion as envoy extraordinary and 
minister plenipotentiary at a delightful post, which was 
then vacant. It need scarcely be added also, that he ever 
afterwards obtained the earliest Foreign Ofiice intelligence 
for the benefit of himself and his connections. 

Once upon a time there was also a certain paid attacM. 
He prudently left his salary likewise in the hands of hia 
agent for a year and a half, then suddenly he drew for it. 
The sum was not large, — between three and four hundred 
pounds ; but it is a remarkable and very creditable coinci- 
dence, that he was promoted immediately afterwards, and 
ever after lived in such harmony with the Foreign Office, 
that he continued to pursue a plan which has been attended 
with success in so many instances^ and thus prospered 
exceedingly. 

There was another &x-sighted man, who used to say that 
he considered it always better to borrow money at fifteen 
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per cent., rather tlian presame to trouble the Foreign Office 
by asking for his accounts. He was an obscure yioe-cooflal 
then ; but his judgment and perspicacity met its due rewBi^ 
and in consequence of these pn^r and gentlemuilj weuA- 
ments he flourished bravely afterwarda 

Therefore, among the institutions of my oomatry, whid I 
contemplate with most respect and veneration^ is our excel- 
lent Foreign Office. I look upon it as one of the oktei 
established shops in London. I rejoice at the celerity and 
exactitude it displays in performance of the most tmmpeiy 
job, as well as the greatest ; and I desire to publish die 
expression of my pride and joy in the institution beto* 
mentioned in these pages. 

It is not without the most poignant regret that I htre 
learned from too competent authority that the iughly- 
connected gentleman in the Foreign Office, who for a long 
time carried on the largest agency and banking job-shopi 
retired recently from the trade, with all the respeet whidi 
is due to a large realized fortune. It is melancholy to relate 
that he is since dead ; because Death, though extensiTel^ 
employed by the Foreign Office, is not precisely a Britisli 
diplomatist in a subordinate situation, and therefore required 
his due of the great agent with an exactitude wholly apazi 
from the established usage of the office. 

It is some consolation for so severe a loss, however, when 
we reflect that the estimable system of which the great job 
shop man was so distinguished an ornament, still flourishes 
in all its pristine glory and vigour, and that the commercial 
pursuits in which he so shone continue to exercise the fine 
energies of his surviving colleagues. The Foreign Ofl&ce, as 
I have said, is the golden home of one of those splendid 
banking- establishments which constitute the real soIkI glory 
of Great Britain. It is the temple of a kind and delicate 
inquisition into the private afiairs of its subordinates.* It 

♦ The only valid objection to this which can be offered by the mosi 
benighted mind, is surely that the inquiry does not take place previoof 
to the appointment instead of afterwards. I can scarcely contain mj 
astonishment that the Foreign Office has not added to its beautiful rulei 
one requiring every candidate for employment on foreign service tc 
engage upon oath to respect the British constitution^ and to leave i 
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is the job-shop of several of the most prudent, accom- 
plished, and thriviog traders in this kingdom. The graceM 
zeal with which they give their minds to their mercantile 
pursuits is more than a sufficient guarantee for the far less 
important public interests confided to them ; for all our 
wise men are agreed that any public servant, who gives 
satisfactory evidence of capacity and exact attention in one 
line of business, should be immediately transferred to 
another, according to our immemorial custom. 

The intelligent reader must not suppose that I have been 
wandering away from the battle-fields, while calling upon 
him to contemplate the purity and beauty of those drawing- 
room darlings and despots of the Travellers' Club who con- 
descend to follow Fortune at the Foreign Office. Many of 
the most tremendous of our warlike thunderbolts have beeu 
forged in this sacred edifice, and exact copies taken of them 
by the jewelled fingers of our fashionable Mends during their 
blithe intervals of leisure which have not been occupied in 
pantomimes; while what Briton will not proudly own 
that the fiercest of our battles have been fought on foolscap 
paper, very hot-pressed indeed 1 

handsome sam alwayg in the hands of his agent. A more highly con- 
nected and proper arrangement than this could hardly be conceived, 
and I ardently .trust it may not be considered wholly unworthy the 
attention of my revered friends. 
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CHAPTER LV. 

The Foreign Office List. The author finds a difficulty in expressing bit 
admiration of this learned and profound work, but prophesies that 
its author will ultimately take his place amon^ the greatest bent' 
iactors of mankind. Fate appears m a dream to L>ord John Kiusel], 
and in a vision to Lord Clarendon, experience having taught her to 
doubt ministerial promises, and solemnly enjoins them to promots 
Mr. Francis W. H. Cavendish. Beautiful legend related by tfat 
Boy Jones. The author rapturously compares Mr. Francis W. 
H. Cavendish to the greatest French cooks, also to I>r. Johnaoo, 
but places him in a far higher rank. Touching disinterestednea 
and patriotism oi Mr. Francis W. H. Cavendish. 

Among the most excellent and recent institutions on 
which I now have to congratulate my country, is undoubt- 
edly the periodical publication of an elegant and correct 
Foreign Office List. Owing to the great poverty of the 
English language, to which I again desire to call the atteo- 
tion of grammarians and lexicographers^ it is difficult to find 
words to express our proper and genial admiration of this 
profound and learned work. 

Mr. Francis W. H. Cavendish, its gifted and highly con- 
nected author, may fairly lay claim to the lasting reputa- 
tion of a great genius. He will henceforth take rank with 
Hervey, Galileo, Columbus, and other such wonderful men, 
in whom reflection and energy have been equally combined, 
so that they have made discoveries of vast importance and 
utility to the dearest interests of mankind ; who have pushed 
the flight of their adventurous and brilliant thoughts into 
the most mysterious regions of worlds before unknown, 

Mr. Francis W. H. Cavendish is, without a doubt, a much 
superior person to the late Cardinal Richelieu. The priestly 
statesman merely invented the modem system of diplomacy; 
it remained for Mr. Francis W. H. Cavendish to reveal its 
concealed beauties and interesting natural history. The 
cardinal is, no doubt, uneasy in his grave, — if ghosts feel 
uneasiness, — at beholding, after the lapse of so many years, a 
modern English gentleman start up and seize his honours 
with such a discreet yet vigorous hand. We are bound, 
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however, with all our tenderDess for the defunct reputa- 
tion of the cardinal, to confess that Mr. F. W. EL Cavendish 
has done so. This pride of his country, and the Foreign 
Office, informs an attentive world, that although he only 
entered public life " September 24, 1846," his career was 
marked by a success and rapidity which is not always the 
lot of such transcendent genius. Everything, however, 
prospered with Mr. Francis W. H. Cavendish. Fate appears 
justly to have made the interests of a great man for once her 
peculiar consideration, and she watched over them with 
perpetual and fostering tenderness. This country should 
feel much obliged to Fate for her most proper conduct on 
the present interesting occasion. 

Promotion, usually so tardy, appeared to have the same 
amiable partiality for Mr. Cavendish as Fate herself. Pro- 
bably not more than seven days (to copy Mr. Cavendish's 
romantic auto-biography in his startling and original book) 
after his appointment at Vienna he was promoted to the 
home establishment at the Foreign Office, and the gates of 
that temple of Fortune were thrown wide open to receive 
him. About seventeen months subsequently, the Foreign 
Office becoming fully aware of the splendour of his genius, 
and the immense value of his services to the country — having 
also a prophetic presentiment that he was shortly to become 
80 great and famous — again hastened to gratify a wise impa- 
tience, and promoted him. 

Lord John Bussell also, with a public spirit and sense of 
propriety which will ever entitle him to the most sincere 
respect, now prepared to obey the injunctions of Fate (who 
continued to show herself the same ardent and attached 
. ^iend to Mr. Cavendish as heretofore, and revealed her 
^wishes to Lord John in a dream while he was filling, in 
much dignity, the honourable office of warming-pan for Lord 
Clarendon), and Mr. Cavendish at once took place among the 
governing notabilities of this country, as 'precia writer to his 
lordship, who religiously promised to promote his fortunes. 

Fate, however, having frequently condescended to employ 
herself in the affidrs of the British Government, in conse- 
quence of their determined and handsome refusal to admit 
her rival Beasou at all into official drcleSy knew very well 
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how little official promises, made by one minister^ are binding 
upon his successor. She therefore appeared also to the 
£arl of Clarendon, floating sublime on a graceful wreatL of 
smoke, and her voice was heard chanting a solemn warning 
to bis lordship, on the subject of Mr. Francis W. H. Caven* 
dish's advancement in life. 

The boy Jones, who was as usual in an official chimney, 
and to whom the public is entirely indebted for this expla- 
natoiy and beautiful legend, assures us that she concluded 
her address to her Majesty's principal secretary oi state for 
foreign afl&drs in these remarkable words :— 

But of my displeasure beware, you know. 

If my darling you overlook, 
For he'll write the strange deeds of the great F. O. 

In a still more wondeiful book. 

The rhythm used by Fate on this occasion, was unusual, 
and not strictly in accordance with the rules of the poetic 
art. Perhaps, however, she remembered the rooted objection 
of the Foreign Office to literary people, and therefore desired 
to express her contempt of poetry, even while obliged, in her 
spiritual character, to employ it during her intercoui'se with 
mortals. It was especially remarked by the boy Jones, that 
Fate chanted the last verse of her warnings in so stem and 
emphatic a manner, that Lord Clarendon (believing himself, 
probably, thereby threatened with the immediate anger of 
Mr. Cavendish's highest connections in case of his contu- 
macy) turned pale, and was observed to bum a letter which 
he had just written to one of the most consistent supporters 
of Government. A gratified world, however, now speedily 
learned, through the columns of the daily papers, that the 
injunctions of Fate had been obeyed, and that Mr. Francis 
W. H. Cavendish still enjoys the advantages derived from 
Lord Clarendon's prudent deference to her wishes. 

Some regret naturally arises in all highly connected minds, 
while following the remarkable fortunes of Mr. Francis 
W. H. Cavendish, at his having unaccountably omitted to 
state when his great idea of compiling " The Foreign Ofl5.ce 
List " first dawned upon him. It was scarcely fair to balk 
our reasonable national curiosity about a fact so important to 
the progress of mankind. The history of all great ideas is 
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singularly interesting. We delight to trace the small begin- 
nings, the gradual progress of a vast mind, like that of Mr. 
Francis W. H. C%vendish, towards some glorious and mighty 
end. We like to be present at those dark hours of self-doubting 
and cruel melancholy which now and then throw their 
poisonous shadow over the privacy of the most remarkable 
men. We feel a respectful sympathy with their by-gone 
struggles and the painful throes of their youthful genius, 
while in the pangs of labour ; and we like mentally to hasten 
np and support them with our congratulations in the over- 
whelming moment of a success which is to make them 
famous to all time. We would not consent to lose Frank- 
lin's own touching account of his sensations when he first 
drew down the lightning, for all Don Quixote's burnt 
books. Our painful sense of loss at Mr. Cavendish's want 
of confidence in us as a sympathizing public, therefore^ may 
be better imagined than described. 

We must not allow our regret, however, at Mr. Francis 
W. H. Cavendish's want of appreciation of the feelings ci 
the nation towards him, in any respect to diminish our gra- 
titude for his arduous labours, or that wonderful ingenuity 
and success which has enabled him to excel the feat which is 
only fabled of the best French cooks, and not only to create 
something out of nothing, but aomethmg great and savoury ! 

We look upon Mr. Cavendish's beautiful work as a far 
more singular production than Dr. Johnson's Dictionary ; for 
whereas Johnson could roam at will over the fertile fields of 
British literature, to seek materials for his second-rate work, 
the first-rate (not to say sublime) compilation of Mr. Francis 
W. H. Cavendish has been made up altogether in the small 
but select circle of the Foreign Office. 

In now taking leave of Mr. Cavendish, with great esteem 
and reverence, it only remains for the British public to 
thank him, through these pages, for his great disinterestedness. 
He bids us observe, that " The fee on issuing a passport is 
seven shillings and sixpence." While he calls our pleased atten- 
tion, however, to the jocular little fact, that his comparatively 
insignificant colleagues charge seven shillings and sixpence for 
so simple a document as a passport, of which the prime cost 
is about half a farthing, Mr. Cavendish modestly leaves it to 
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his capital title-page to instruct us that we may pnrcliase tlie 
durable happiness of possessing his own magpufioent Yolam« 
for two shillings. Mr. Cavendish also insinuates, with much 
point and delicacy, his great zeal for the public service, bj 
informing us that he has voluntarily undertaken the seriooi 
duties of a deputy-lieutenant, in addition to his other busi- 
ness ; though the British public will not have to learn, at 
this advanced period of its education, that no emoluments of 
a pecuniary nature are attached to that responsible office. 

I have only now to observe, that the extraordinary diplo- 
matic details which appear in the foregoing and following 
pages, are derived almost entirely from Mr. Francis W. H. 
Cavendish's luminous and valuable work. I am therefore, ak 
least, bound to acknowledge my deep obligations to his genius 
and research with that becoming modesty and frankness 
which I acquired from his pages, and to add, that I musfc 
have read those pages indeed in vain, if they had not in- 
structed me in the rare but admirable virtues above-men- 
tioned. 



CHAPTER LVL 

The author advocates the cause of British diplomacy with much warmtli 
and right feeling. He expresses his regret at being betrayed into 
tautology while so doing, and again deplores the poverty of the 
English language. He expresses his awe-stricken veneration for the 
glory and antecedents of his excellency Lord Stratford de Kedclifle^ 
G.O.B., &c. &c., her Britannic Majesty's extraordinai^ ambassador 
at the Sublime Porte. He expatiates with much enthusiasm on 
the public services of that excellency. He reveals the nature of 
his excellency's arduous and important duties. He alludes (with 
affectionate feeling) to his excellency's great courtesy, gentleness, 
benevolence, and attention to business, and expresses a poignant 
regret that he has not the bliss of a personal acquaintance with so 
luminous and great a viscount. The author hints at his excellency's 
wise reforms. Exhorts the Turkish, British, and French nations to 
express their delight in his excellency by some public demonstration, 
and finally proposes that several statues shall be ereoted to his 
excellency's honour on appropriate sites. 

If we now carry our enraptured glance from the dignity and 
amiability which characterize our noble Foreign Office ; if 
we carry the gratified eye of observation on to its depen* 
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dencies, and bid the eye in question rest for a moment on 
the wonders of our diplomacy, what a sudden and insup- 
portable blaze of splendour bursts at once on our enraptured 
sight !* Its ranks are almost entirely filled with noblemen 
whose ancestors are reported by Mr. Debrett to have arrived 
in Great Britain with no less distinguished a man than 
William the Conqueror, and immediately to have commenced 
asserting their consequence at the expense of the Britons of 
those times. There is certainly no apparent reason to regard 
this great feet with indecorous doubt. We may subscribe to 
it at once with the firmest conviction of its importance and 
veracity. Our diplomatists almost universally display the 
same loftiness of demeanour and mildness of laiiguage which 
were used by the companions of our firat gracious Norman 
monarch. They consume the same amount of consequence ; 
they require the same amount of public money for their 
aristocratic pleasures and necessities. 

It is a subject not without difiiculty to speak of our 
diplomacy after our minds have just been thoroughly ex- 
hausted by contemplating the beauties of the Foreign Office, 
Unhappily the English language is not rich enough to enable 
us to do so without that species of tautology we have ever 
shown ourselves so anxious to avoid. Our national tongue, 
however, does not possess a sufficient number of mellifluous 
and laudatory words to describe the perfections of our 
diplomacy, without using many which have been already 
applied with great force and truth to the parent establish- 
ment in Downing- street. Both are, indeed, manufactoiies 
of glory on the most magnificent and costly scale. 

At Constantinople, for instance, where the present splen- 
did European conflagration first broke out, is that truly 
great man and valuable citizen, his Excellency the Bight 
Hon. Viscount Stratford de Bedcliffis, G.C.B., our former, 
present, and future, highly extraordinary ambassador at the 
Sublime Porte, &c &c. &c.t 

It is not generally known whether the noble viscount's 

* Vide F. O. List, p. 12.— It is well worthy the attention of 
fashionable novelists in search of names aristocratic. 

t Vide F. O. List, p. 50, for a very naive and pleasant summary of 
the advantages of &mily government. 
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ancestors came over to Britain with "William the Conqneror 
or otherwise. It is certain, however, that he has displayed 
the real Norman nature so perfectly, that it is not improhable 
that William himself may have been the old original Koning, 
Canning, king, from whom our present benevolent and sunny- 
tempered diplomatist is descended. It is proper to mention 
this idea, because the Sultan of Turkey has not unfrequently 
been compared (during his excellency's mission) to that 
chastened and vanquished Harold of the legend, who is 
undei*stood to hate taken refuge in a monastery, and to 
have withdrawn himself altogether from fashionable society 
after his defeat. 

It is, I trust, unnecessary to recall to the most hardened 
and cynical reader that his Excellency Viscount Stratford de 
Redcliffe, G.C.B., &c. &c. &c., has been recently called by the 
general enthusiasm of the coimtry to a place in the house of 
hereditary legislation, in order that a mind so gentle and so 
vast may rule over us for ever through his remotest progeny. 
Our sovereign and the parliament have united to express 
the glowing admiration for this remarkably wise man, by 
conferring upon him the highest honours it was possible to 
bestow. We have added to the magnificence of his power 
as chief of the Turkish nation, by imploring him to become 
the sole representative of our unworthy selves in Turkey 
also. We (that is, the well educated and brought up 
portion of our countrymen) confess with shame and unea- 
siness, how inadequate is our universal homage and respect 
to convey even a small idea of our sense of Lord Stratford's 
public services. We own, with generous delicacy, that such 
a genius is but poorly paid by the few paltiy thousands a 
year which he deigns to accept in mark of our fealty, or, 
in short, as a sort of tribute from us, whose affections he has 
so enthralled. We give up in despair the task of finding 
such words as would announce that national joy in Lord 
Stratford, of which we so warmly and reverently partake. 

In whatever light we consider his excellency, he will 
appear to us always as the same extraordinary ambassador, 
and our souls will not cease to marvel at his dazzling perfec- 
aons, though we have not the delight of his acquaintance. 

This far-sighted genius and intelligent man and statesman. 



THE BATTLE FIELDS. 239 

though, then, only Mr. Canning (or King), foresaw, as early 
aa 1827, the prudent and consistent part which he would, 
probably, one day call upon Great Britain to play in the 
affairs of Turkey.* The battle of IJavarino, properly con- 
sidered, is only part of the same lofty and generous policy 
which recently culminated in that of Sin ope. In both of 
those engagements did this sagacious and prophetic man 
assist the Russians in destroying the Turkish fleet. The 
only difference is, that the Bussians appear to have required 
the aid of British arms at Navarino, while British pens 
alone sufficed to produce Sinope. Therefore is our pride 
and advantage in possessing the services of this progressive 
and celebrated man the greater. 

Then, again, I believe we are all now agreed that the 
temperate and amiable spirit in which he conducted that 
gentle and happy controversy with his rival the Emperor of 
Russia, at last led to the retirement of Prince Menschikoff 
from the diplomatic to return to the military profession, 
and further entitled his lordship the viscount to our un- 
dying honour, by aflfording us an opportunity of displaying 
those warlike sentiments which we had previously repressed 
with so much labour and difficulty, during forty shameful 
years of inglorious peace. 

While we are thus already well-nigh overwhelmed with 
obligations towards our august and spirited viscount, what 
must be our feelings when we hear daily such delightful 
instances of his benevolence, virtue, and goodness towards 
our humble fellow-countrymen, who have gone to labour in 
the magnificent career of conquest and fame he has opened 
for us in the fabled East ! What shall we not think of that 
able and practical man who, during nearly half a century of 
absolute power, has magically converted Turkey into a 
modem garden of Eden, a fashionable paradise, a moral 
flower-show, to which that of Chiswick, horticulturally 
speaking, is but a feeble and unworthy comparison ! 

Let us shake ofi*, for the credit of our name as Britons and 
countrymen, however unworthy, of his excellency, that un- 
accountable and wicked apathy which has hitherto prevented 

♦ Vide F. O. List, p. 51. 
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our offeriDg a national testimonial to our great viscount, and 
which has left him nothing but the homage he receiyes 
from the Saltan, and the beautiful and solemn figures of his 
** extraordinaries,'* as tangible monuments of his might and 
main. 

Let us hope, at least, that the allied armies and navies 
will unite with the Turks and the Greeks, in subscribing for 
a few colossal statues of the wonderful man whose efforts have 
been so constant and praiseworthy in so spotless a cause. Let 
the patients of the hospital at Scutari testify to their grati- 
tude and his excellency's glory to the utmost extent of thdr 
means ; and, lastly, let me venture to express an aspiration 
that the two French ambassadors and one charge d^affakm^ 
who have had the misfortune to differ with him, and in- 
curred the unavoidable penalty, should be required by our 
polite allies to attend the ceremony of inaugurating Ms 
statues and to express their contrition. On this occasion, 
proper feeling will also necessarily require that the penitent 
culprits should be joined by Lord Eaglan, Admiral Dundas, 
Admiral Boxer (with a bulldog), General Rose, General 
Williams, Mr. Murray, our minister in Persia^ Mr. Smith,* 
and the Greek minister, who have all, at various times, in- 
curred the censure of our luminous viscount. Navarino, 
Gallipoli, Varna, Sinope, Scutari, Balaklava, would all be 
appropriate sites for statues to his excellency, or perhaps it 
would be in better taste, and more useful for the guidance of 
posterity, if we should erect a statue, and a colossal statue to 
him in each of these places ; that our children and onr 
children's children may trace the wise and conciliatory career 
of our great diplomatist from the commencement to the end, 
and that they may understand, at length, the glorious events 
which have invariably resulted from his negotiations, and 
been fostered by the " lavish wisdom " of his counsels. 
* See the T%me» and Galignani, April, 1853. 
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CHAPTER LVIL 

The author continues the same ennohling suhject, and expresses his 
veneration for General the Earl of Westmoreland, G.C.B., her 
Majesty's extraordinary envoy and powerful minister at Vienna. 
He points out that Lord Westmoreland has embraced the tenets of 
the stoics, and evinces an ardent admiration for this school of 
philosophy. He commends Lord Westmoreland's aristocratic con- 
tempt of common feelings, and praises his lordship's wonderful and 
Brutus-like firmness under trial. The author endeavours to explain 
bis lordship's pure and beautiful project for chastening the improper 
spirit of the British nation, and lauds his passionate aspirations 
after fame as a composer of music. He relates how his lordship 
hazarded his plaoe owing to his stoical indifference to his bene- 
factor, and glances at his enlighted opinions on religious subjects. The 
author expresses his respectful concurrence with the sentiments of 
the Emperor of Austria, and recommends the Government to retain 
Lord Westmoreland's chastening services on any terms at Yienn^ 
in order that he may at length complete our national reformation. 

Kext in rank among our diplomatists connected with the 
present glorious war, stands that sagacious and dignified 
nobleman, General che Earl of Westmoreland, G.C.R, &c. 
&c, &0,* The official conduct of this truly great and gifted 
man has been throughout so excellent, that it must ever com- 
mand our most awe-stricken veneration and grateful regard. 
In order to secure the public appreciation of this thoroughly 
British statesman and successful negotiator, in order to 
attract towards him the general affection and esteem of 
Britain, it will be only necessary to direct the attention of 
the most radical reader to a few of the prominent events of 
his splendid and useful career. In January, 1851, this 
wise man and great diplomatist was appointed by Lord 
Palmerston as her Majesty's representative at the coui*t of 
Vienna. Lord Palmerston also appointed his son, the Hon. 
Julian Henry Fane,t as a paid attache, on the 14th December, 
in the same year. This was indeed almost his lordship's last 

* Vide F. O. List, p. 63, for a jaunty and humorous narrative begin- 
ning " When Lord Burghersb entered the army." The style is not 
very clear, but the moral is beantiful. 

t Vide F. 0. List, p. 37. 

B 
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act in office, for on the 27th of December, that minister irlie 
had preserved the peace of Europe daring so many trisb, 
was rashly removed firom office. Any other man but Lord 
Westmoreland might have thought that he was mider the 
most serious obligations to Lord Palmerston, but Lord 
Westmoreland promptly hastened to show the world how 
much he was superior to mere vulgar prejudices, and stoieaHy 
resolved to appear at a public ball given by Prince Schwart- 
zenburg to celebrate the downfall of his generous friend.* 

He even went farther, and when Prince Schwartzenbnrg, 
who had been the bitter enemy of Lord Palmerston, died 
suddenly, shortly after these events. Lord Westmorehnd 
immediately showed his highbred scorn of common fedio^ 
by suifeiing his name to appear as the composer of a mass a& 
the occa8ion.t 

There were not wanting some ingenious persons vl« 
pretended to find the conduct of Lord Westmoreland lea 
heroic than the rest of the world. They allowed that he had 
indeed sought notoriety as a stoic and a musician, by putting 
his name to the mass in question ; they altogether denied 
him the abler glory of having actually composed it. 

But such vain reasoners must have forgotten that not 
even a British diplomatist could have lived to the age of 
Lord Westmoreland, without being aware that it has been 
judged necessary to the interests of public morality in 
England, that each of us should enjoy the reputation of any 
act performed by his representative. 

Some lachrymose and silly people, who must have desired 
to deprive Lord Westmoreland of the deathless glory he was 
fast acquiring, indeed urged that he might have remained 
neuter. They considered that he might have braved that 
illiberal ridicule which dogs the steps of too enthusiastic 
aspirants to fame, and have at once denied, with all the 
indignation of lingering gratitude, any share in an act which 
was not without its danger. It is not always safe to show a 
liberal contempt of a national religion ; and it is not 
always prudent to appear too high-minded to be influenced 
by the opinions of gentlemen. 

It requires all our respectful feelings for Lord Westmore- 
* Vide Fremden JBlatt. f Vide Lloyd, Vienna paper. 
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land, however, to understand tlie real greatness of sonl which 
enabled him to turn a deaf ear to these timorous sugges- 
tions. In vain his detractors whispered that it would have 
been better any reputation, as a composer, which his lord- 
ship might have acquired among strangers, should at pnce 
have been laughed away, rather than that he should have 
ventured on so bold a step as this. In vain they urged such 
arguments as might not have been without a pernicious 
influence on lesser men, and besought him to barter the 
honours of a fictitious notoriety, however splendid, in exchange 
for the security of his post ; or shrink even with loathing 
from the barren vulgarity of fame, and satisfy those feelings 
towards his benefactor which they vainly supposed were not 
yet dead within him. His fortitude remained immoveable. 
His greatness of soul increased with time. He continued to 
perform the onerous duties entrusted to him with a serenity 
and unimpressionable grandeur, worthy of the greatest 
fortunes. 

While the nation his lordship was idly supposed to repre- 
sent, were seized with surprise and indignation at the 
expulsion of the Scotch missionaries from Hungary, the 
forced sale of their little property, and the astounding news 
that they had been sent through all the bitterness of a 
Hungarian winter to their distant homes with sickly wives 
and children in arms, we heard with feelings of joy and pride 
that the British representative had once more shown his 
superiority to circumstances, and that when the missionaries 
had ignorantly requested an interview to state their griev- 
ances. Lord Westmoreland had firmly declined to interrupt 
his music lesson, and received them not 

It is on record, that no less than sixteen cases of violation 
of the rights of British subjects occurred in Austria, during 
a period of ten months, without disturbing in any way the 
harmonious avocations of his lordship, probably even without 
his knowledge ; for desiring earnestly at this time to read the 
world a fine philosophical lesson on the vanity of state affidrs, 
he abandoned his post altogether to an unpaid attachi,* 

The correspondent of the Ba/ily News was expelled from 

* Vide F. O. List, p. 49, for an agreeable and carefdllj written 
Article, headed " RutieU (of oourae) Odo WiUiam LeopM,** 

b2 
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Austria in twenty-four hours. The correspondent of tlw 
Morning ChronicU (it matters little that both were harmless^ 
inoffensiye gentlemen) was thrown illegally into gaol; 
British couriers, carrying despatches, were stopped on the 
highway. One gentleman got into trouble for carrying a 
sketch-book and a pencil ; another was arrested merely 
because he bore a suspicious name ; a third was struck down 
by the sword for listening to a military band in. the streets 
of Florence. 

Had a less dignified and stoical minister than Liord West> 
moreland been then at Vienna, he would at once have con- 
vinced the Austrian government that if they persevered in 
such a course of conduct towards British subjects, the matter 
would infallibly come before Parliament, and lead to a serious 
quarrel. In a word, any British diplomatist more trouble- 
some and ignorant, more rashly servile to common opinions^ 
than Lord Westmoreland, might have believed it possible in 
so just a cause to be firm, yet temperate and conciliatory; 
and that to claim respect was not to offer insult. In a word, 
it is clear, that had merely sensible remonstrance been used 
in the first case, there would never have been a second. But 
the noble earl had far other and loftier views for our benefit 
He benignantly desired to read us a lesson on patience and 
forbearance, and to conclude with a beautiful practical exhor- 
tation to forgiveness of injuries. It should be a matter of 
national pain and shame to us that we are so refractory in 
digesting tbe splendid and useful truths which -were thus 
impressed upon us. 

It was in consequence of this, probably, that Lord "West- 
moreland began to evince his greatness still more clearly. 
With a constancy and purity of mind, to which remote history 
will only be able to do full justice, he determined to wean us 
gradually from the sin of national pride. By a pliable and 
constant submission to every whim of the Austrian govern- 
ment, he at last succeeded in creating the Austrian difi&culty, 
and transferred a considerable portion of that national vanity 
which had rendered us guilty in his sight to the Austrian 
nation. He judiciously fostered for our further purifica- 
tion that chronic state of delay with which Austria has seen 
fit to frustrate our councils and confound our armies. He has 



THE BATTLE FIELDS. 245 

rendered every negotiation at Vienna difficult, and its issue 
disastrous. He has fulfilled the high duties of his mission by- 
commencing a system of complete subservience which cannot 
be continued, and will cause ill-will when withdrawn. It 
is to be hoped, therefore, in due time, that we shall be 
sufficiently chastened. 

We ai-e, however, unhappily a stiff-necked generation, and 
there were, not long ago, a few ribald and reprobate people 
•who refused to understand the loftiness of Lord Westmore- 
land's patriotism or the greatness of his mind. They un- 
righteously professed a positive scorn of that venerable and 
distinguished nobleman. They banded together and sum- 
moned in&mous meetings, where vile speeches were uttered, 
calling for the dismissal of such an inestimable blessing to 
this country. They said, " If that reluctant and contemptu- 
ous pity it was sometimes possible to feel for the greatest 
worthlessness should seek for a moment to calm their hot 
indignation against such a living disgrace to British chivalry ; 
should mercy interpose to mitigate their common anger on 
the plea that Lord Westmoreland's follies (for so, or with 
similar terms, they described the patriotic acts of this pride 
of his country) were merely the inevitable consequences of 
human frailty ; should it be urged in extenuation of his 
offences that his lordship has already arrived at that advanced 
period of human existence when his life can be no longer 
serviceable to any, and is but labour and sorrow to himself ; 
should compassion ask indulgence for the imbecility (I) of 
a very old man :" these fierce enemies to the aristocracy 
asserted that such a plea could not be maintained any better 
than the others which had been already put forth vainly in 
his behalf. They insisted that there are men still older than 
Lord Westmoreland, whose minds show no signs of dotage, 
and with a classical knowledge, which plainly shows the 
danger of educating the people, they inaptly reminded us 
that Cicero has declared, " Ista senilis stultitia quce deliratio 
appelari solet, senum levium est non omnium.** " We cannot 
all consent," they cried with horrid insolence, " to wear powder 
because Lord Westmoreland is grey, nor will we assume that age 
is always silly, merely because an elderly musician is unwise. 

** Were this otherwise/' they pursued with fearful anger, 
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" liow craven would tlie cry for mercy sound when sent bf 
selfish fear so glibly from the official jargon-plastered lips of 
that savage trifler who would show none ; and with wkit 
marked ill-grace should we listen to it, from him who had 
such scant comfort for our pious countrymen, ruined and 
torn from their homes ; for the pale sabred boy at florenoe; 
and for the modest men of letters, who were cast into noi^me 
gaols, and banished from the scene of the useful labours bj 
which they won their well-earned bread ? What pity ahaO 
we show to him who had no balm for the deep woimds 
which British honour thus received 1" 

" And so our judgment, which was suspended while listo- 
ing to the futile excuses of those who have sought to palliafo 
such atrocity, grows clear and distinct upon our minds at 
last, and we tremble at its stem and terrible justice. We 
shudder to think that any man should ever have become in 
object at once, so justly abhorred and so despised. He 
appears to us (they cried), in the midst of his horrible antice^ 
as one who has done something too bad for human punia^ 
ment, so that we shrink from him as from some obscene and 
fearfiil thing over which Divine wrath is solemnly gathering; 
and pale and awe-stricken bid him bide a little while in peace." 

It is scarcely necessary to call public attention to the 
feeUngs of disgust, which every well-connected person nnwt 
experience on reading such scandalous stuff as this ; and I 
ha 70 no fear that, should Lord Westmoreland ever condescend 
to appear again in this country (as he usually does for ih6 
musical festivities of the London season),* every fashionaUe 
Briton will rally round him with Debrett's peerage in baud, 
and show his right-minded love of lords, by cheering voci- 
ferously. 

I desire, however, to be among the first to express my «ft- 
thusiastic admiration of aristocratic diplomacy, as represented 
in his lordship's person, and indignantly to exclaim against 
the unworthy censures of envy and ribaldry. I most en- 
tirely and respectfully agree with the opinions of his Imperial 
Majesty the Emperor of Austria, who has hitherto been the 
only person who has properly appreciated the wisdom and 
goodness of ihe noble earl, and I anxiously trusty that any 
* Vide F. 0. List, p. 41. 
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and every government which may be allowed by the aris- 
tocracy to guide the destinies of this country, will retain for 
us the chastening services of General the Earl of Westmore- 
land, that his lordship may ultimately be able to work our 
complete national reformation, and purify us entirely from 
the sin of pride. 

"So man, perhaps, has ever freed himself so completely 
froBi the absurd trammels of conventionality ; and therefore 
as his dignified contemporary. Lord Stratford, will probably 
entirely monopolize the labours of all the most eminent 
sculptors for many years to come, perhaps the British people 
would do well to employ their leisure hours and public holi- 
days in erecting a few pyramids to Lord "Westmoreland. 
One might be raised to lum opposite the house of Viscount 
Palmerston, in Piccadilly, parallel with the statue of Lord 
Westmoreland's relation by marriage, the late Field Mar- 
shal the Duke of Wellington. This might be inscribed with 
a few neat lines in contempt of gratitude. Perhaps the fol- 
lowing verse of the late Mr. Bums, poet and exciseman, 
might not also be inappropriate : — 

" A prince can mak' a belted knight^ 

A marquis, duke, and a' that, 
But an honest man's aboon his might, 

Gude faith he canna' fa' that, 
And a' that, and a' that ; 
The rank is but the guinea's stamp, 

The man's the gowd for a' that." 

Another pyramid might be becomingly erected on the spot 
where Mr. Mather was cut down at Florence. This should 
be ornamented with a few lively stanzas, written in letters 
of gold, on the importance and advantages of British diplo- 
macy. A third pyramid should be delicately raised at the 
sole expense, or by the unassisted labour, of the Scotch mis- 
sionaries ; a fourth by the hands of the travelling public ; and 
a fifth by Lord John Russell, in full diplomatic uniform. 

To these objects I trust all well-bred and highly-connected 
individuals will at once contribute, with that judicious 
alacrity, that grateful and respectfril liberality, which is due 
to so great an honour of his age and country, as the impor- 
tant personage of whom we now take leave with so dutiful 
and low a bow. 



I 
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CHAPTER LYHL 

The author refers to the present happy and advaniageons state of <nii 
relations with Prassia. He praises the successful negotiationf ao^ 
diplomatic genius of Lord Bloorafield, but does not raise him t> tlu 
same height as the great diplomatists of Constantinople and Yisim. 
The author exults in the gentleness and fitness of our env^ ti 
Berlin, endeavours to arouse British gratitude in his £ftV0uryUx] 
trusts that in decency he may be raised, with all convenient sped, 
to the dignity of a stick in waiting. 

Op John Arthur Douglas Bloomfield, Lord Bloomfieldy KjO-R 
her Majesty's extraordinary envoy at the friendly and 
zealous court of Prussia, it is to be deeply regretted thst v« 
know little. * This diplomatic luminary has not shoD3 ont 
upon a benighted world in the same fulness and spleidoco 
as his more brilliant contemporaries at Constantinopld anc 
Yienna. He is a planet of lesser magnitude but never 
theless of great beauty, brightness, and utility. 

It is probably to John Arthur Douglas that we an 
indebted for the present zealous co-operation and good feeliaj 
of the Court of Prassia. It is to him that is no doub 
chiefly due that affectionate warmth of friendship aa( 
sympathy with our policy, at which we are now called upM 
to rejoice, on the part of our great historical and natural aH] 
the foremost Protestant state of the continent. 

It is, — ^it must be, — to his sound practical views^ to Li 
enlightened and beautiful exposition of our policy ii 
German (in which language he acquired the most wondeifb 
and astoundiog proficiency at the Court of the Hegent, t 
say nothing of the Coldstream Guards), that we derive, a 
a matter of course, the numerous advantages Mre enjo; 
in every way from the Court of Prussia and her depen 
dencies. 

Now as Mr. Cavendish informs us with touching confi 
dence that John Arthur Douglas was appointed a page o 

* Vide F. 0. List, p. 82, for a short bnt learned article, heade 
" £lo(mfidd (John Arthur Douglas Bloomfield), Lord, JT.C-.jB." 
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honour to the Prince Regent, and that he was subsequently a 
lieutenant in the Coldstream Guards; John Arthur Douglas 
was of course precisely the statesman who should have been 
chosen to advocate the interests of Great Britain during this 
awful crisis, at the most learned and difficult court in the 
world. Recent events, of course, unite without exception to 
prove his lordship's admirable fitness for his office. All his 
negotiations have prospered. We continue to receive daily 
the most satisfisLctory assurances ^f the cordial amity of 
Prussia. 

It has been stated, on the most polite and highly con- 
nected authority, that no despatch ever left the mission of 
Lord Bloomfield, the calligraphy of which was not unex- 
ceptionable. The t's are all dotted, and the <'s all crossed, 
with mathematical precision. Not a comma, or that peculiarly 
difficult stop, a semicolon, is wanting. His lordship's foolscap 
fits (the official envelopes) with becoming nicety ; and either 
his lordship or his despatches may decorously be submitted 
to her Majesty the Queen at any time, without being re- 
copied. 

But even the important and rare sciences of calligraphy and 
punctuation are not the only arts in which our extraordinary 
envoy at the Court of Berlin is understood to excel. His 
manners are said to possess so graceful and feminine a fascina- 
tion, that recent travellers inform us with bated breath, that 
John Arthur Douglas Bloomfield, Lord Bloomfield, K.C.B., 
is better known at the cordial Court of Prussia by the 
playful and loving soubriquet of " Fanny." 

While we cannot restrain, therefore, our well-merited and 
discreet praise of Lord Bloomfield, I must say, for my part, 
that I think an ungrateful country has hitherto been 
lamentably in error respecting him. John Arthur Douglas 
Bloomfield, Lord Bloomfield, was clearly born for far higher 
fortunes than to waste his sweetness at a mere foreign court. 
He should return, to become the chief ornament and delight 
of his own. 

At the Court of our gracious Sovereign, John Arthur 
Douglas might be valuably employed in restoring that 
ancient courtesy and grace of manner which added a lustre 
whilom to the Pavilion and the other palaces of our tailor- 
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prince ; and his lordship might perhaps spare a portion of 
that aristocratic purity for the uses of our vulgar dtj, 
which he must inevitably have acquired in the Coldstreaa 
Guards. 

I trust, therefore, the country at large will feel properly 
ashamed that it should have remained for an obscure indivi- 
dual like myself to arouse our admiration of his lordship, and 
to claim for him those public honours which are so justly his 
due. It is to be hopedf for the sake of decency and our 
national character, therefore, that we shall come forward as 
one man, even at this the eleventh hour, and that the press 
and the people will unite to petition the family government, 
" That his lordship shall immediately be recalled from BediM, 
as a post unworthy his wdl-bred genius, or the spl&ndawn ^ 
his early life ; and that John Arthu/r Douglas Bloomfield, Lord 
Bloomfield, shall he immediaidy raised {with the thanks o] 
Farliament) to the dignity of a Stick in Waiting at the Couti 
of St, Jama's r 



CHAPTER LIX 

The Hon. Bligh, her Majesty's extraordinary envoy at Hanover. The 
King of Hanover bestows a cutting reproof on the Kussian nation 
by means of an order of knighthood or decoration. Graceful mysteiy 
and decorum of the Hon. Bligh. He wears the toga of British 
diplomacy. A remarkable traveller sets out for Hanover to see the 
Hon. Bligh. He fails, but discovers an attache, who proves to be 
an ardent student of Zimmerman's celebrated work on ** Solitude," 
The unpaid attache is required, in virtue of his office, to remain at 
Hanover, and consoles his loneliness by fishing. Disinterestednett 
of the Hon. Bligh. The author reproves the British nation fx 
having taken un£ur advantage of the Hon. Bligh's patriotism. 

High on the list of British diplomatic worthies stands the 
name of the Hon. John Duncan Bligh.* He is her Majesty's 
extraordinary envoy at the important little court of Hanover, 
which has recently paid us such a marked and graceful com- 

* Vide F. 0. List, p. 32, for a lively and spirited article, beginning 
jauntily, " Was attached to the embassy" &c. 



THE BATTLE FIELDS. 251 

pliment by a sharp reproof, conveyed in the shape of an order 
of knighthood or decoration which the King of Hanover has 
just conferred on one of the most prominent of our enemies. 

If anybody had asked the British people, previoas to the 
publication of the Foreign Office List, who and what is the 
Hon. John Duncan Bligh, it is highly probable that the 
British people would have been reluctantly compelled to 
declare themselves unacquainted with so splendid a mystery. 

The Hon. Bligh is so warm and consistent a supporter of 
secrecy, that he has even discreetly shrouded his own quali- 
fications for office in the same solemn and awM obscurity 
as the other matters relating to him. He has worn the 
diplomatic toga of darkness with curious and elegant felicity. 

It may be gathered, however, from the masterly summary 
of our ingenious and learned author, Mr. Francis W. H. 
Cavendish, to whom the occult secrets of diplomacy appear 
to have been miraculously unveiled, that the Hon. Bligh 
is one of those fortunate persons who are proverbially 
supposed to have been bom with a golden spoon in their 
mouths, as there is no other means of accounting for their 
peculiar success in life. 

In "May, 1828," Mr. Bligh's friends being in power, he 
was made a paid aUach^ ; in " Sept. 1829," he was made a 
secretary of legation; in "Nov. 1830," he was made secre- 
tary of embassy ; he skipped the paltry grade of minister 
resident altogether ; and in 1835, the Hon. Bligh blossomed 
forth in full glory as an envoy extraordinary, — ^and a very 
extraordinay envoy he was, no doubt. 

Being interested in the career of a man apparently so 
well considered in official quarters, I searched diligently for 
further information respecting him, but could &[id none. 
No person in England appeared to be aware of the smallest 
circumstance connected with the Hon. Bligh. Hansard and 
the British Museum were alike silent about him. The 
fashionable intelligence of the Morning Post never mentioned 
him. The ubiquitous race of queen's messengers could give 
no account of him. They never go to Hanover ; scarcely 
any one ever went to Hanover but Lord Brougham and 
the late Sir Qeorge Wombwell, who must have made rather 
singular travelling companions. 
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Persisting, however, in our inquiries, in spte of thesi 
difficulties, we were at last referred by a fortune-teller, a 
canning-man (who appeared the most proper persofn to coi 
suit on the occasion), to the mysterious pages of the ** BritisI 
Peerage." After searching through them diligently, an 
with a pair of spectacles, which deserve special mention k 
their services on this occasion, we discovered that the Hoi 
Bligh was the obscure brother of one obscure peer, andi 
the uncle of another. The Hon. Bligh, however, remaine 
such a mystery, that we still endeavoured laboriously toooi 
lect facts respecting him, and finally were fortunate enoug 
to meet with an individual who had been to Hanover. Alu 
it was only to experience another disappointment. Ko 
even a traveller so remarkable was enabled from the store 
of his experience to dispel the thick and serviceable obscurit 
which enveloped the Hon. Bligh. He stated, however, thi 
becoming excited on the subject of the Hon. Bligh, in th 
same manner as myself, he had taken a voyage of discover 
with the express object of becoming acquainted with a 
curious an individuality. On his arrival at Hanover, hon 
ever, he learned that Mr. Bligh was not there. He the 
consulted the Foreign Office List, and finding that Mr. Blig: 
was also accredited to the courts of Brunswick and Olden 
burg, he was fortunate enough to ascertain, by means o 
an excellent guide-book, the precise situation of thos 
courts, and proceeded to the courts ot Brunswick an 
Oldenburg accordingly. Still, however, the Hon. Blig] 
appeared to vanish before him. The traveller assured n 
that he now began to believe in the Hon. Bligh. Th 
invisible diplomatist gradually acquired a strange and £u 
away fascination for him, as though he were a second veilo 
prophet, or a mighty magician, who had, by study of th 
black art, been able to withdraw himself from the grofl 
sight of mortal men at pleasure. He drew fancy portrait 
of the Hon. Bligh, seated in great dignity and an uncom 
fortable uniform, on the sublime summit of £3,400 a yeai 
paid quarterly. When he slept, the Hon. Bligh became 
sort of nightmare to him ; when he woke, the Hon. Blig] 
was a fixed idea in his mind, which would not be pacifie* 
without further intelligence. 
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At last, however, when even the unflinching perseverance 
of our friend gave way, and he despaired of ever beholding 
the Hon. Bligh elsewhere than in his dreams, he 
boldly inquired for the representative of the British nation 
at Hanover, seeing that he was anxious to go back to the 
haunts of business and drown his disappointment in society 
and the world. He was aware also that our diplomacy is 
everywhere so excellent a thing, that he would certainly be 
subject to some annoyance on the Prussian frontier unless 
his passport was perfectly in order, and as the British repre- 
sentative at Hanover was the only person authorised to put 
the cabalistic words required upon it, my friend necessarily 
made up his mind to waive the formality of an introduction, 
and wait upon the honoured individual (whoever he might 
be) entrusted to perform the unknown duties of the Hon. 
Bligh. 

A courteous laquais de place at once conducted the enter- 
prising traveller to a small room over an eating-house. Here 
he saw a pale, shelved attache, who was just going fishing 
somewhere in the town. The attache looked surprised to see 
a traveller who had taken means of diverting himself so ex- 
traordinary as a visit to Hanover. The attache evidently 
had lost the habit of intercourse with his species, but after a 
time he showed an evident disposition to shake off the 
cobwebs which had grown over him, and he talked. His 
conversation was not mirthful ; he told his singular visitor, in 
a hollow voice, " That the late King Ernest, of blessed 
memory, had complained that all the British legation accre- 
dited to his court were accustomed to go away together, and 
that they never came back again till quarter-day, a circum- 
stance which deprived the regal entertainments of several 
gay uniforms. Since then," he added, " the unjmid aUachS 
Lad always been required, in virtue of his office, to remain 
and represent the British nation at the Court of Hanover. 
He, the present unpaid attache, had grown grey in represent- 
ing the British nation under these splenetic circumstances. 
He had passed his time chiefly in fishing.** 

Having delivered himself of these strange words, which he 
did in an absent manner, as though much unaccustomed to 
public speaking, he now allowed the traveller to depart, and 
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proceeded to fish in an adjoining street, carrying with liin 
a small volume which appeared to be his constant com- 
panion. The letters on the binding informed our traveller 
that it was a pocket abridgement of ^'Zinuuerman <n 
SoHtude." I 

The wanderer happening shortly afterwards to speak of 
his unusual voyage in the presence of a third person, who 
was much given to the harassing and inconvenient sta^ 
of figures, this person undertook to cast up the Hon. 
Bligh's accounts, and if he calculated rightly, the Hon. 
Bligh must have never received more than the paltry sum of 
£61,200 (besides, of course, the mere expenses of his staff 
and extraordinaries) for his painful and laborious duties at 
the Court of Hanover. In perfect dismay at a reward so ift- 
adequate, and taking the liberty to reprove the British natioa 
warmly for having called upon the Hon. Bligh (by a 
feeling which I cannot help characterising as a Quixotie 
sense of patriotism) to make a sacrifice of this magnitude to 
our interests, — I conclude in the utmost indignation and 
amazement. 



CHAPTER LX. 



Lesser stars. The great unknown. Mr. A. C. Magenis, ber Britannic 
Majesty's extraordinary envoy at Stockholm. More lights of 
diplomacy. The Hon. W. G. Grey, of course. Her majesty's extn- 
ordinary envoy in Persia. Diplomatic relations with Washington. 
The author comments on the excellent prospects of the war, and 
proposes a delightful entertainment for the aristocracy, to oonolude 
in the same manner as the present work, by the popular air of 
Eule Britannia. 

Nothing can exceed, in short, the solemn yet pleasing state 
of our feelings when we reflect on the beautiful and eflScient 
state of our diplomacy in all the war countries. At Stock- 
holm, for instance, is a most truly great man and extraordi- 
nary envoy, — Mr. A. C. Magenis is his name.* He is the same 
gentleman and diplomatist who wrote those wise and chann- 

* Vide F. 0. List, p. 44. 
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ing despatches, dated from the British embassy at Viemia 
during the Hangarian Revolution and the Austrian troubles 
at the close of the first half of the present century. The 
great knowledge of mankind^ the enlightened and liberal 
views, 'the clear-sighted statesmanship displayed in these 
remarkable despatches, place them probably among the most 
splendid records of British wisdom. Their accuracy of detail 
is as wonderful as the point and beauty of their language ; 
and any person who refers to the blue books of those times 
cannot fsol to be surprised and delighted when he contrasts 
the fine clear reasoning, mingled with the acutest observation, 
which forms such a marked characteristic of Mr. A. C. 
Magenis's official correspondence, with the odd, bilious, dis- 
jointed obscurities to be found in the writings of a certain 
Mr. Blackwell, who was employed by the Foreign Office in 
the Austrian States about the same time, though his name 
happily is not to be perceived on running the eye of consul- 
tation down Mr. Cavendish's felicitously-conceived alpha- 
betical list of Foreign Office officials. 

Then, Mr. Magenis has a secretary of legation. His 
name is Grey, of course. The Hon. William George, of 
that ilk. Mr. Cavendish provides for our permanent happi- 
ness and peace of mind with respect to the relations of Great 
Britain with the court of Sweden, by assuring us that the 
Hon. William George Grey was cha/rge d'affaires at Stock- 
holm during the most important part of last year. We are 
deeply grateful, as a nation, to Mr. Cavendish for this im- 
portant and reassuring information. It is impossible duly 
to inspire the reader with the true enthusiasm of joy which 
he should experience, on learning that duties of the utmost 
gravity and delicacy, on the able performance of which the 
future fiite of this country may materially depend, have 
been entrusted to this statesmsmlike and highly connected 
young gentleman. 

The Hon. William George Grey is advantageously known, 
through the Vienna newspapers, to have been the most 
able and thoroughly music^ man of Lord Westmoreland's 
staffi At an age when the first graceful vivacity of youth 
is usually supposed to have subsided, the Hon. William 
George is reported, in the Fremden BUxtt of the day, to have 
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appeared before the inhabitants of the agreeable city of 
Vienna, surrounded by spirits so congenial as the trolj 
excellent orchestra of one of the playhousea 

Independently, however, of so splendid a qaalificaiu)n lor 
a high di])lomatic post at an impoi-tant courts during a war 
which is likely to task the utmost energies and goyeming 
capacities of his family, the British should not be insensibk 
to the improving spectacle of another of this distinguished 
femily located in a place of profit and povrer. The firrt 
duty of Great Britain is to provide for the handsome maia- 
tenance of the Greys, and it is wholly beneath us, as a 
great and free people, to suffer our interests to form tke 
smallest part of our consideration, while reflecting on how 
we can best perform intentions so honourable and inspiritmg. 
Joyful as Britons must be, therefore, to see an honourahb 
Grey and an accomplished musician at the court of Stock- 
holm, perhaps it would not be ill-timed to suggest that ife 
would be only delicate and fair to submit, fix)ni time to time^ 
a list of vacancies and proposed appointments to Mr. Grey, 
and allow him to choose for himself whenever he shonM 
desire change of air, or weary of the tameness of Swedish 
life. What would Mr. Grey say to the pleasanter courts d 
Vienna or Paris, for instance 1 or suppose we respectfully 
solicit his musical interference to untangle affairs at meny 
Madrid. 

Again, in Persia, a country from which we have just re- 
ceived such gratifying assurances of friendship and alliance^ 
is the Hon. C. A. Murray. Nothing can be more safcia* 
factory to the British people than to see the Hon. 
Murray as their extraordinary envoy in Persia, a coxmtry 
situated almost on the frontiers of our great Indian empire^ 
and immediately adjoining our i>eaceful and zealous friend^ 
the Affghans. The trifling diflSculty which, we learn by 
the papers, the Hon. Murray has been so polite as to 
suffer in our cause, at the outset of his expedition, should 
only doubly excite our tenderness and admiration towards 
hiuL It is with a positive sensation of pleasurable intoxica- 
tion that every Briton should learn that Colonel Rawlinson, 
the soldier diplomatist of Herat and Candahar, who knows 
more about Persia and Cabool than any other individual 
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whatsoever, and wlio has given the most notable proofs of 
the highest capacity, was never even thought of for this 
post. It is proper for us all to feel delighted at this cir- 
cumstMice, because, had Colonel Kawlinson's extraordinary 
special qualifications occasioned his being sent to Persia 
during these troublous times, what would have become of the 
" extraordinary mission" of the Hon. Murray, who gave 
such remarkable proofs of genius whilom as master of her 
Majesty's household and extra groom in waiting to the 
Queen 1* The same happy inspiration, however, which 
appears to have suggested the appointment of the Hon. 
Murray has not deserted the Foreign Office on other occa- 
sions, almost equally important. 

Mr. Cavendish's learned work informs us that when 
hostilities first appeared imminent in the East, Mr. Griffith, 
a gentleman who held the position of secretary of legation 
at Athens, and who had lived among the most restless and 
able portion of the Greeks, till his services had grown sin- 
gularly valuable, was promptly transferred to employ those 
qualifications more advantageously at Washington, in the 
TJnited States. He was not suffered to remain there, how- 
ever, for immediately we required valuable information about 
Hussia and the Greeks, at the seat of war, Mr. Griffith was 
anxiously hurried off to Kew Granada, to use his previous 
acquirements in Albania, Athens, and Washington, for the 
benefit of Great Britain, and Mr. Lumley, who had been at 
St. Petersburgh since 1849, was warily put out of the way at 
Washington. Another gentleman, also, whose remarkable 
abilities are understood to have attracted the notice of his 
superiors, and who is believed to have employed the period of 
bis official residence at Petersburgh to the rarest advantage, 
was securely concealed in the obscurity, which is such a grace- 
ful ornament to Mr. Bligh's mission at Hanover. Odo 
William Leopold Russell t was transferred from Paris to Con- 
stantinople, on account of his great attainments in Germom, and 

* See the romantic and charming article headed <' Murray, Hon« 
Charles Augustus, C.B.," in Mr. Cavendish's erudite and agreeable 
little work. 

f Vide F. O. List, p. 49, a neat article headed ''Russell, Odo 
William Leopold." 
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immediately placed over the heads of three oriental scliok 
who had been educated for that post at the public expesai 

I ^ one of whom had been waiting for promotion since 1841. 

. and the other two since 1845, and ^who were all tlin 

I J remarkable for their great attainments in Turkish. 

; I It is to the excellency and discretion of these and simila 

. j arrangements, that we owe the striking efficiency and useft 

i ' character of British diplomacy. 

This is also partly why we have alwajs had such corr« 

and valuable information about the war countries, and vh 

.1 the affairs of the war generally have prospered exceedingl] 

! The Foreign Office has acted, and the British nation bi 

danced, to the fiddling of diplomacy ; and we are all, I tnis 
prepared to acknowledge that a more difficult and singuL 
dance was never executed before an admiring world by u 
people whatsoever; and as for Foreign Office gentleme 
their harliquinades have been, perhaps, the most spirit 
and beautilul gyrations and evolutions ever chronicled < 
the national records of any country. 

While our embassies abroad are occupied in giving n< 
rules to polite society, or acquiring the elegant and deligl 
ful art of the musician ; while our Foreign Office officials i 
devoting their energies to the study of the deepest int 
cacies of trade, and their lettered leisure to acting the m' 
lively and popular pantomimes; it is but natural that ( 
negotiations should prosper everywhere, and that we shoi 
continue daily to receive the most enlivening and satisf 
tory assurances of aid and affection from all parts of t 
world ; and it is but natural that we should constantly hi 
presented to us in agreeable variety the most tempti 
chances of honourable peace or successful warfare. In 
word, our foreign service comprises by far the most valua 
end thoroughly efficient men in this, or perhaps any otl 
kingdom. They take example by Mcecenas, of gentlemai 
memory, and " wield the destinies of the world with rings 
their fingers." They have not listened vainly to the le^^c 
of the Elderly Gentlewoman of Banbury Cross ; and tl 
ride a race for honours with bells on their toes. Of coui 

* Vide F. 0. List, pp. 32, 42, and 50. 
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therefore, the destinies of the world are wielded vigorously 
and well ; and the race is won amidst the acclamations of a 
multitude enchanted by the harmony of their progress. Each 
highly connected official may proudly exclaim with Cicero, 
" O, fortunatam natam me Consule Romam!" 

Let us pause for one moment, however, to contemplate 
what would be the glorious and excited state of the nation 
if the whole strength of the Foreign Office Company should 
ever condescend to assemble together on our shores, and to 
delight us with a series of those entertainments, in the 
getting up of which they so eminently excel. Let us suppose 
that they should accept an engagement for some charitable 
purpose at Drury Lane Theatre, at the close of the present 
season. What joyous plaudits would a highly connected 
British public not bestow on their labours ! Their charitable 
object would be more successfully and completely obtained 
even than on the previous occasion, when that brilliant 
company which enchanted the aristocracy was shorn of 
half its strength. Obsequious thousands would flow into 
the treasury, and all the good society of London would clap its 
hands in ecstasy, to see the whole staff of the Foreign Office 
surpassing themselves in a pantomime, while diplomacy 
efficiently occupied the orchestra, and our consuls, standing 
in full imiform at the door, benignly condescended to receive 
the admission money. The piece selected for the occasion 
might perhaps be appropriately called "Harlequin Patronage, 
or Merry England in 1855." The whole to conclude with 
the popular air of Rule Britannia^ sung by the entire strength 
of the company. 
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«f ttpodeiioe— the Mone amplitnde of Vnowledge andthooriit— the lame combbiatkn 
of oppMdte extremef, harmonized by an equal masterafaip of arts here— ^ely and 
■parluing fmcie^ there, yigannB paasion or practical wiaoonw-these works abound 
m fllnstntknis toat teaehl>enevolenoe to the zidi, and conrage to the poor; they 
glow with the love of fireedom; they ipeak a wjmpaXhj with all liigh aspiratians, ana 
iU manly stmn^: and whdre, in tneir more tranc pcnrtraitures, they depict the 
dread ioiagea m guilt and woe, they so dear our judgment by profound analyns, 
while they more onr hearts by terror or compassion, thu we leaxuto deteet and stifle 
ia oorsehres the evil thoneht which we see gradually unfolding itself into the guilty 
6abL**^Extmtfram Burner Lgiton and kit Works. 

The above are printed on superior paper, bound in cloth, each Yolume 
Is embellished with an Illustration, and this Standard Edition is ad- 
mirably suited for Private, Select, and Public Libraries. 

The odd Numbers and Parts to complete volumes may be obtained. 

N.B.—The Publication of ** My Novel" in Three-halfpenny 
Weekly Numben^ and 7d. Parts^ eonmeneed ontheltt of March* 



The Three Tuki. 
Shane Fadh'i Weddinf . 
LuTT lITvhmd'fl Wake. 
The Battle of the I'actioiit. 
The Station. 

The Party Fight and Funeral 
The Longh Iierg Pilgrim. 
Tte Hedge School 
The Midnight Mast. 



9 CHEAP EDITIONS OF WORKS O? imnON. 

FietUm.'} 

In 1 ToL, Price 8*. 6«L, doth gUt. 

COUNT OF MONTE CHBISTO. By AxjBXAimnDinui 
oomprbinff the Chateaa D'lf, with 20 nXnstrations, drawn on wNilj 
M. VaUmlin, and executed by the moat eniinent Snglishengrafan. 

"' Monte Chriito' it Dmnaa* beat ])rodnetfon,aiid the work that vil eoaMfi 
name to the rememhrance of ftitwe generationa aa a wxiter.** 

In 2 Tola. 8to, reduced to 12*. 6i. eloth, emblematically gih. 

CARLETON*S TRAITS AND STORIES OF TBXl 
IRISH PEASANTRY. A new Pictorial edition, with anAitol»f 
graphical Introduction, Ezplanatoiy Notes, and nomerooa lUiistntiflil 
on Wood and Steel, by Phia, &c, 

Thtfi>aewhfflUtsmul8hUUtMneomprU«4iMaitE£Hau:-^ 

The Donah, or the Hone aaift { 
Phil Piireel» the Pig dtim. 
Geography of an Inah Oath. 
The Llanham Shee. 
Going to Maynooth. 
Phehm OToole's Courtdiip. 
The Poor Scholar. 
Widaooae Lodge. 
JubbCT Decg.or the Bad WeB. 
Ifeal Malone. 

ALSO, A NEW CHEAP EE-ISSUB. 

In 5 Tola., leap. Bto, &ncy boards, with new iHoatrationsy 7«. Od.; ora | 
doth, extra gilt, with steel jiortrait, IQa. 

" Unless another master hand like Cnrleton's shonld appear, it ia in his nam vl , 
his alone, tliat fatwre generations must look for the traest and falieat picture oT tk ' 
Irish peasADtnr who wul ere long hare passed away from the troubled *^»"* aadfaoa 
Mm records of history."— JWiniiir^* SnUw, Oct. 1852. ^^ 

« Truly— intensely Irish."— BiMihffOoi. 

In 1 ToL doth extra, Price 2«. 6d, or St. gilt edges. 

KALOOLAH; or, Joumeyings ia the Djebel Kumn. A 
book of Bomantio Adrenture. Illustrated by four BeaatifaBj 
Coloured Engrarings. Fcap. 8vo. 

'*llie most singular and captirating nanatiTe tiaee Bobinaoa ^Vmoc" Em 
JornnoL 

In cloth extra, Price 2s. 6d. gilt back. 

FANNY, THE LITTLE MILLINER; or, the Rich and 
the Poor. By Chablbs Bowcboft, author of " Tales of the Colo* 
nies," <fec. With 27 Illustrations by Phiz. DemySvo. 

In One Volume, price 5s., cloth gilt, 

CON CREGAN ; or, The Irish Gil Bias. With Thirty- 
eight Illustrations on wood, and Twenty-nine on ateel, by Phiz. 
''This book, for real fun and humonr, exceeds any that we know of. It bm* 
b«! really written by Lerer ; for none other than the aeoomplishad author of ' QMiki 
O'Malley ' oonld possibly be the writer of such a book.** 



cypiAP 



EDITIONS OP WORKS OP PICTION. 



FietUm,'] 

UNIFORM ILLUSTRATED. EDITIONS OF 

MR. AINSWORTH'S WORKS. 

In 1 Tol. demy 8to, Price 6s., cloth, emblematicallj gilt. 

TOWER OP LONDON (The). By W. H. Ainswoeth. 
With 40 IllaBtrations on Stee^ and numeroos Engravings on Wood 
by George Croikshank. 

In 1 vol. demy 8to, Price 5s., cloth gilt. 

CRICHTON. ByW. H.Anf8woETH. With Steellllustra- 
tions, from designs by H. K. Browne. 

In 1 vol. demy. Price 58., cloth gilt. 

TT7INDS0R CASTLE. By W. H. Ainswobth. With 
Vf Steel Illustrations and Woodcnts by Croikshank, &c. 

In One Volume, Price 6s., doth gilt, 

LANCASHIRE WITCHES. By W.Harbtson Ainswobth, 
With Twelve Illostrations by John Gilbert. 

In One Volnrae, Price 68. cloth gilt, 

JACK SHEPPARD. By W. Habbisox Ai.N8W0BTa. 
Illostnted by Oeorj^e Croikshaulc. 







In One Vohme, Price Ss., cloth gilt, 

IS£R*S DAUGHTER. By W. Habbison Aikswobtk^ 
Illustrated by George Cniikshank. 

In One Yolome, Price 6s., doth gilt^ 

LD ST. PAUL'S. By W. Habbisor Aikswobth* 
Illostrated by George Cmikshank. 

**It is scarcely surprising that Harrison Ainsworth shonld have secured to 
himself a very ^e popnknty, when we consider how happily he has chosen hit 
themes. Sometimes, by the lackiest inspiration, he has chosen a romance of cap- 
tivating and enthraUing fascination, snch as ' Crichton/ the ' Admirable Crichton.* 
Sureljr no one ever hit np<m a W(nihier hero of romance, not from the days of 
Apnleins to those of Le Sage or of Bulwer Lytton. Sometimes the scene and tho 
▼ery title of his romance have been some renowned structure, a palace, a prison, 
or a fortress. It is thus with the * Tower of London,' * Windsor Castle,'^ *01d 
St. Paul's.' Scarcely less ability, or, rather, we shonld say porhaps more correctly, 
scarcely less adroitness in the choice of a new theme, in the instance of one of ma 
latest hterazy productions, rii., the * Star Chamber.' But the readers of Mr. Ains* 
worth— and they now number thousands upon thousands— need hardly be informed 
of this ; and now that a uniform illustratea edition of his works is published, we do 
not doubt but that this large number of readers even will be considerably increased.!* 
-Am. 

In One Yolome, price 5s., doth lettered* 

THE STAR CHAMBER. Br W. Habbuon Ains- 
WOATH. 

" One of the most successful historical aoTsls which Hr. Ainiwofth has yet wAU 
ten."— J9#n*# Mtutngtr. 






10 CHEAP EDITIONS OF WOEKS OP TICTIQir. 

Fiction,^ 

Cheaper Edition, in 1 toL Price 3s. Sd^ doth, gilt;. 

XpLITCH OF BACON (The) ; or, the Custom of Dunmow. 
. JD A tale of English Home. By W. Habsisos Autswosth, Ebq. Fith 

1 jlliutrationB by John Oilbert. 

. " Ab a tharonghly national rtorv— in truth as weU as in title a Tale of Enduk 

I t Home— it is tiie most acceptable of his many popular romances ; the happiest of ha 

; n many successful litorary achievements."— iSw*. 

! t • ** Certainly no custom was ever more nopular; the fiune of it is broitedthroo^iOBt 

) ^ fhe length and breadth of the land, it is a subject that gives excellent scope to a 

' ' i writer of fiction ; and Mr. Ainsworth, by skilful treatment, has rendered it moA 

< . ' • entertaining. The materials are put together with dramatio force." — Exanuner. 

> " In our jfidgment, one of the best of Mr. Ainsworth'a JEtomanees."— ^co/Zi/i Citizak 



THE FORTUNES OF TORLOGH O^BREEJN": a Tale of 
the Wars of King James. With lUostrations by PhU. 
'*This stirring tale contains the best history of the Battle of the Boyne, and ii 
It is fully equal to any of Lever's works."— (MMywr. 



In8TO,eloth,fii]lgilt. Price 6«. 
rNES OF TORLOGH 0*B: 

the Wars of King James. With lUostrations by PhU. 

lirring tale eontaii 

written with a master hand. 

In Pcap. 8vo, Prioe Ss. 6d., cloth extra. 

VALENTINE VOX, the Ventriloquist. By Hbkbt 
CocKTON. With Illastrations. 
" Decidedly the best work of fiction since Pickwick. It abounds everywhere witk 
•ztreme humour ."—iZZiM^vi/sd London Netvs, 

In small Svo, Price 4s. doth, emblematically gilt. 

POTTLETON LEGACY: a History of Town and Countiy 
Life. By Albert Smith. With Illustrations by Phis. 
"The'characters are drawn with extraordinary accuracy, and in a rich vein of 
huBOur; the descriptive parts prove that Mr. Smith's talent is not exdnsivelv 
eonfined to the comic style : he evidently appreciates the beauties of nature in her 
sequestered haunts, and reproduces them with a fVee and graphic hand. The illui- 
trationi by Phiz are in his best style."— «Skmi<^ Timeg. 

In Fcap. 8vo, Price 2s. 6d. cloth extra. 

CHRISTOPHER TADPOLE. By Albbet Smith. With 
Two Illustrations. 
" Albert Smith and Charles Dickens so assimilate in style, that it is a diffienl^ 
thing to give either the preference."— Gamiruf^ff Ckronicle, 

In cloth, Price 2s. boards, or 39., emblematically gilt. 

MAYHEWS WHOM TO IViARRY, AND HOW TO 
GET MARRIED; or, the Adventures of a Lady in Search of a 
Good Husband. Illustrated by George Cruikshank. With 14 Plates. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF WORKS OF FICTION. U 



Fiction.] 

ROUTLEDCE'S SERIES OF ORIGINAL NOVELS. 

Complete in One Volume, at prices yarying from Is. to 2s., or bonnd in 
Cloth 6d. per Tolmne extra. 
** In this nev enterprise of the Msssus. Eoutledox we lee the reform of book 
prices carried sorely to its utmost limits. Cheap reprints have ceased to astonish 
ns ; but original novels equally cheap are yet a novelty, thoueh probably they will 
not be so lonz. In the ' Curse of Gold/ by B. W. Jameson, 3ie chord of interest 
is early and cleverly stntek, and it vibrates unceasingly with more or less intensity 
throughout every page of the volume." 

Price Is. boards. 
nPHE CURSE OP GOLD. By R. W. Jamesow. 

" The adventures of the heio by land and sea are told with considerable spixft**^ 
Edinburgh Courant. 

Price 2s. boards. 

THE FAMILY FEUD. By the Author of " Alderman 
Kalph." 
'* This work, for freshness, vigour, and variety, is worth any half-dozen novels 
.... There are such life-like descriptions — the incidents are so romantic— that the 
reader is carried on to the end without delaying to exiiAcitt.'*^MM«nauM. 

Price Is. boards. 

THE SERF SISTERS; or, THE RUSSIA OF TO-DAY. 
By J. Habwood, author of ** Stamboul, the City of Gems." 
** In this work will be fimnd admirable pictures of life in Eussia.** 

Price Is. 6d. boards. 

THE PRIDE OP THE MESS : a Naval Story of the 
Crimean War. By the Author of ^* Cavendish." 

New Original Novels by the author of " Tfie Bomanee of War* 
and J, Stirling Coyne, Esq,, we in ^ej^ration for this Series,. 



Second Edition, in One Vol., price 7«. 6i., cloth lettered. 

SKETCHES IN ULTRA-MARINE. By Jabibs Hannat, 
author oi ** Singleton Fontenoy." 
"The best sketches since those of Box were published."— 2>u5Kh UnivenUy 
Magatine, 

** The composition exhibits a dashinz, puneent, vivacious stvle, with a turn of 
satiric portraiture, and some qfualities of a higher character."— J^A«*mimi. 

la One Volume, Price 5s., cloth lettered, 

JANE SETON; or, The King's Advocate. By James 
Grant, Esq., author of the "Romance of War." With Four Dins- 
trations by John Qilbert. 

" * Jane Seton* is a novel of a hif^hly dramatic and exciting character, equal to 
Ainsworth in description, and excelling James in incideut."— AotMi^ and MiUtarf 
Gazette, 



IS 



CHBAP EDITIONS OF WORKS OF FICTION. 



Fiction.] 

JAMES FENIMORE COOPER'S 

NOVELS AND ROMANCES, 
Uniformly printed from the latest American JSditians, 
Price Is. 6d. boards ; or 28. cloth. 
"TvEERSLAYER (The). By Jambs Fbnimorb Coorr. 

Price Is. 6d. boards, or Ss. doth, 

PATHFINDER (The). By Jambs Fbkimorb CooPEik 
Also, now ready, in size and price, 



PILOT. 

LIONEL LINCOLN. 

B&AVO. 

TWO ADMIKALS. 

HOMEWARD BOUND. 

MILES WALLINGFORD. 

THE HEADSMAN. 

WAIE&WITCH. 



THE HEATHCOTES; or. Tax 

BoaDKKEBS. 

THE PRAIRIE. 

THE SEA LIONS. 

LAST OF THE MOHICANS. 

PIONEERS. 

OAK OPENINGS; or, Tn Bks 

SPY. [HuHTias. 

RED BOTER. 

Order ^*R<mtUdg€$ Vnabridg$d Editions: 

In One Yolnme, Price St., doth lettered, 

MILES TREMENHERE. By Annette Maris MAiLLAfti>, 
anthoress of **Zmgra the Gipty" " Ckimpnlsory Marriage." WUh 
Pour lUostrations. 

"This norel has produced upon ns even a more favourable impressioa tilian iU 
•Zingra Ihe Gipsy.* '^—TAtf Standard. 

In One Yolnme, Price 58., cloth lettered, ^ 

PERCY EFFINGHAM; or, The World's Esteem. By 
Henrx Cocktow, author of** Valentine Vox," ** Stanley Thorn," &c. &c 
" * Percy Effineham ' is written with the ease and humour for which Mr. Cocktea 
was remarkable.**— ifomtM^ Jdwertiter. 

In One Tolnme, Price 5#.> doth lettered, 

LINNY LOCKVrOOD. By Mrs. Caowa, Author 
of " Night Side of Nature." 
** ' Linny Loclcwood' is remarkable for the nice perception and delicate ddtaea- 
tion of female cliaracter, for its rivid power of description, for the ease and rapidity 
of its dialogues, and for the feminine tenderness of its aentimeDU.**^.Jl£orkinfP(fS. 

In One Volume, price 6s., cloth lettered, 

SAVILE HOUSE: an Historical Romance of the Days 
of George the First. 
"The novel is replete with scenes which excite th^ strongest feelings.** McrnUtf 

" 'Savile House' is a brilliant novel, and gives a vivid picture of the mannerssMl 
people of this period."_^<f vtfr^«r. 



w 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF WORKS OF HCTION. IS 

Fietion.'] 

Nev Edition, in One Volnme, price 5s., doth lettered, 

ALDERMAN RALPH; or. The History of the Borough 
and Corporation of the Borough of Willow Acre ; with all about the 
Bridge and the Baronet ; the Bridge Deed and the Great Scholar; the Toll* 
Keeper and his Daughter ; the Fiddler and his Virtues ; the Lawyer and hii 
Rogueries ; and all the rest of it. By Adam Hornbook, Student at fait 
X)wn Fireside, and among his Neighbours, when he can secure the Arm-chaiz 
in the Comer* 

" It really a story of rery great merit, and deserves a hearty good word.**— 
lEsamiiur. 

*' ' Alderman Balph' is characteriit^'cally manly and mannish, and smacks strongly, 
•nd the flavour is pleasant, of our old novelists."— XMuto*. 

In One Volume, F^ice 5s., cloth lettered. 

ALTER HURST; or, Early Steuggles at thb 
Bab. By Walter Gbevillb Pelham. 
** Will find many readers who will pemse its varied incidents with pleasure."— 
Fre*9. 

** * Walter Hurst' has great power. The 'profession' will probnbly contend that 
the book is an exaegeration, but we are inclined to think that, like Mr. Warren's 
legal scenes in 'Ten Thousand a Year,' they are far more closely allied to fact than 
to Hc^n.^—BeWsIfeMenger. 

In One Vol., price 38. 6d., cloth extra, or 4s., cloth, gilt edges. 

LAMPLIGHTER (The). With Illustrations, by Johk 
GnjBKRT. 

"lUtf great Eomance is the most extraordinary and thrilling tale of modem 
times." 

" ' The Lampliehter ' is one of the most original, interestmg, and grapliic tales 
that has appeared, and wQl shed many a ray around firesides and in hearts where 
BOW, it may be, there Is much darkness and despair."— ^M^oit Ikily Bte, 

In One VoL, price 3s. 6d., cloth extra, or 4s., cloth, emblematically glH. 

T17IDE WIDE WORLD (The). By Miss Wethbekll. 
f y With eight Illustrations, by W. Harvey. 

** As far as we know the early history of the 'Wide Wide Worid,* it was first 
bought to be presented to nice little girls; elder sistera#rere soon found poring over 
therohimes; next, mothers wondered at the spell that could so enchain the more 
▼olatile spirits of the household. Aftn this, papas were not very difficult to convert ; 
for papas like to feel their eyes moisten sometimes with emotions more genereus 
than those excited at the Stock Exchavge or. in the counting-house."— iVorfil 
Jmeritan Renew for January, 

ROUTLEDGE'S EDITIONS OF "UNCLE TOM'S CABIN.- 

In One VoL, post 8vo, price 2s. 6d, cloth lettered. 

UNCLE TOM'S CABIN; or. Life amongst thx 
Lowly. By Mns. Stowe. With two Blustrations and a Frefkce 
written expressly for this edition, by the Earl of Carlisle. 



14 CHEAP EDITIONS OF STAKDAHD WOBKS. 

Fiction,'] 

la One YoL, post 8to, price 3s. 6d., eloth extra, or ^40^ cloth gilt edges. 

UNCLE TOM'S CABIISr. By Mrs. Stowb. The 
niostrated Edition, with Engrayings from designs by J. Gilbert, 
W. Harvey, &c, and a Preface written expressly for this edition brtha 
Earl of Carlisle. ' 

«*Tbis is a stirring aud thrilling book— written on behalf of the poor dtre. Bi 
pages are animated, Tiyid, graphic, genial, and hnman. The dramatic akili u end 
to the inventive genius. There is the stamp of orisinal power in every nwe. Fie' 
ftces in general we abominate, but the preface of the Earl o^ Carlisle is so ttiO^ 
unique, as to form a memorable exception. With the eloquence and richneao^i 
llacaulay, it combines the high philanthropy of an Howard, the sympathetie hr 
manity of a Wilberforce, the el^:ance of the most finished writer, and we ohisci 
views of the statesman. If anything could enhance the attractiveness of 'Uscfe 
Item's Cabin,' this preface is calculated to aehieve that seeminar impossibili^.** 

*' In ordering, be specially careful to order Boutledge's Edition, as no otktn cos 
90iiUan Lord CarUsW$ Fr^aet/* 

In post 8to, cloth, with Portrait, Ss. 6d. ; or in stiff wrapper, 2s. 

UNCLE TOM'S CABIN (The KEY): 
presenting the original Facts and Docmnents upon which the stoi; 
is fonnded, together with corroborative statements YGnfmo the troth of 
the tale. By Mrs. H. B. Stowe. 

« This Key, with * Uncle TomM Cabin,' is the strongest protest against sUventhit 
ever was pToduced." 

In One Vol., price Ss., doth extra, or JH. Gd., cloth extra gilt edges. 

THE GREAT HIGHWAY : A Stoey of thb World's 
Stbuooles. By S. W. Fullom, Author of the " Marvels of 
Science." With Illustrations by Leech, and Portrait of the Anthor. 

"Few readers will leave 'The Great Highway' tiU they have travelled to the e&& 
of it.** — Examiner. 

''With all the beauties of fiction it combines the more powerftil attnctiooi of 
truth." — Morning Chronicle. 
** It is worthy of the author's talent."— 3f«MefM«r. 
**It is a new triumph for its author."— Dupa^cA. 



TRAVELS. ETC. 
STANDAED WOBK ON TEXAS, NEW MEXICO, ETC. 

In Two Vols , Royal 8vo, price SOs., doth extra, 

BARTLETTS PERSONAL NARRATIVE OF EXPLORA- 
TIONS AND INCIDENTS IN TEXAS, NEW MEXICO, CALI- 
FORNIA, &c. With Maps, and numerous Illustrations. 

*• This valuable work is the result of an expedition undertaken by order of the 
American Government ; the author himself being the United States Commissioner 
it may be relied upon as furnishing the most complete, best, and authentic work oa 
these interesting countries." 

" Mr. Bartlett, the United States Commissioner connected with the Mexican and 
United States Boundary, has here produced two extraordinary volumea, which wiM 
be the standard works of reference on those countries that are described. The ilhis- 
trations are namerous, and add to the beauty of the work."— .^/A^n^ewM. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OP BOOKS OP TBAVBt, 15^ 

Travels.'] 

Price Ss. boards, or Ss. 6d. cloth lettered. 

TURKEY. By the Roytng Englishman ; being Sketches 
from Life, partly reprinted from " Household Words." 
"This work forms an admirable Companion to the * EngUshoonuaCs LetUfs 
from Russia;* and the following chapters have an especi^tl interest at the present 
time, and will be read with g^eat interest and advantage to all who either intoid 
visiting Turkey, or would like to become better acquainted with the East." 



The Sultan, 
The Pasha, 
Manners of the Turks, 
The Sea Captain, 
Army Interpreters, 
A Turkish Rayal, 
A Turkish House, 
Greek Waters, 



Greek Tricks, 

Consular Freaks, 

A Pasha's Paradise, 

A Turkish Bath, 

The Sultan's New Palace^ 

A Son of the Desert, 

Reform in Turkey, and 



^ints to Travellers going to Turkey* 
Price Is. 6d. hoards, or 2s. cloth lettered. 

HOOHELAGA; ob, England in the New World 
Edited by the late Eliot Wabbubton, Author of the ^^ Crescent 
and the Cross." Fifth Edition revised to the present time. 
"The author has rightlv judged that the picture of a people is best given by 



Sketches of Daily Life of the humour, the poeny, and the passions that characterise 
them. The work, whatever else it may be, is work ; it contains no hastily-written* 
crude impressuma, but the deeply-tested convictions of an earnestly inquiring mind." 
-^Freface, 

Price Is. in boards, or Is. 6d. cloth. 

TRANSATLANTIC WANDERINGS; or, a Last Look 
AT THE United States. By Capt. Oldmixon, Author of "From 
Piccadilly to Pera." 

" A most amusing work, and will give the reader a better idea of the American peo- 
ple than many books that have a great deal more pretension, without the sterling 
common sense, that so distinguishes this volume." 

Price Is. 6d. in hoards, or 2s., in cloth lettered. 

THE CITY OF THE SULTAN. By MISS PARDOE, 
A New Edition, with an Illastration. 

"'The Ci^ of the Sultan' is a charming book, giving us a picture of domestic life 
in Turkey which we mi^ht elsewhere search for in vain. It possesses an established 
fame ; and whoever wishes to become acquainted with the manners and customs 
of Turkey, cannot do better than study Miss Pardee's work. We are not surprised 
at tiie extraordinary success of this work, the sale, as we learn from the preface, 
having been upwards of 30,000 copies." 

In One Vol., Is. 6d. hoards, or 28«, doth lettered. 

RS. STOWE'S SUNNY MEMORIES OF FOREIGN 
LANDS. The unabridged Edition. With Two Illustrations. 

•* The rapidly-increasing sale and growing popularity of this charming work, folly 
of the authoress of ' Ucde Tom's Cabia."* 



M^ 



I the world-wide reputation 
Be carefol in oidering to specify Boutledge's Unabridged Edition. 



16 CHEAP EDITIONS OP SOOKS OP TBA7ZL 



Travels.'] 

Fourth Edition. In port 8to, price Bm^ doth lettered. 

TURKEY, RUSSIA, BLACK SEA, and CIRCASSIi 
Bj Capt. Spkngkb. Containing manj IlliutnitionB, isdafif 
View of Odessa, Sebastopol, Yama, Widdin, Ac, and four poidabii 
Colonrs of the Sultan, the Czar, Schamy], and a Circassian Ladr. ^ 
ft Map of the Seat of War. 

"This work is fall of mformttion. Captain Speneer has tniveDed in tad a^ I 
ronnd, and thronxfa the TnrkiBh empire. He spoJcs the hmgaace of thecoarini { 
and enters with lore into the feelings of the people. A saferiniide it vooldK 
difficult to tnA."-Athmunm. "^ ^^ ^^ 

» This Tohune is the best published finr general and eomplete inftnnaiioB, i^« 
most cordially reconunend it to the notioe of aU."— TAtf Britmimuu 

New Edition, in 1 toL, Is. 6d. boards, or Ss^vloth lettered. 

FRANKLIN (SiE John) AND THE ARCTIC REGIONS. 
Being an Acoonntof the yarions Ezpeditiona sent for, and incla£i( 
the Discoyery of the North- West Passage, with more detailed partinilfa 
of those sent out to Discover the Fate of Sir John Franldin, and Hi 
vessels under his command. By P. L. SuocoiCDa. With an Illnsti^ 
tion. 

A New Edition, containing the disooTeiy of the North-west Ptaage. 

** A clear and well-written analTiis of the erents connected with the expedition ii 
the Arctic Eegions; and the interest that attaches to the bold and entonriBBr 
explorer Srho has g^ven his name to the title, will be even enhanced by aiaoce^ 
mate acquaintance with the dangers and difficulties surmounted.** 

In One Volume, Price Is. fancy boards, or Is. 6d.,cIoth lettered, 
TI/rONT BLANC and BACK. By Wai^ter WmiB. 

**The author tells his story in a pleasant manner, and shows how von mavn 
cheaply and agreeably to work. All tourists should get it." — Weeklw Nemt 

"A very pleasant guide to the magDiflcent scenery of the Bhine the wonders tf 
Switzerlaud, and the ziant ice-crowned Kins of Mountains, of lute rendered familiv 
lo all ; it ought to flna its way into the hana of eveiy person about to Ti«irtii» cmbm 
described iuiU pages."— -Berf* Meuenger. ▼iwuie icen« 

In 2 Yols. Price 21s. cloth lettered. 

RECORDS OP A RUN THROUGH CONTINENTAL 
COUNTRIES, embracing Belgium, Holland, Germany Switaerland 
Savoy, and France. By James Grant, Author of " iUndom RecoUectioiu 
of the Lords and Commons,** &c. 
•* This book can be read with pleasure and profit by all classes." — Observer. 
** Tlioac desirous of obtaining a clear and concise account of what is to hit met 
with abroad, cannot do better than purchase these volumes."— -yw/i. 



NATUaAL mSTOET, SPORTING, OR AGRICULTURAL WORKS. IT 

Travels,'} 

In 1 Yol. Price ds. limp cloth. 

ROUTLEDGE'S AMERICAN HAND BOOK and 
Tonmts' Goicto through the United States, containing Descriptions of 
the Principal Cities and Towns, the different Routes, with Advice to £oii« 
grants and Mechanics. With an accurate Map. 
*' Contains all that a reasonable traveller can ixMxeJ'^Atlas, 
** Is one of the best arranged little works of the kind we have met with.''^* 

dihtlUSUM, 



A 



NATURAL HIS{ORY» SPORTING, AND AGRICULTURAL. 

Now ready, Price 8#. Bd,^ oloth, or 8«. gilt edges, 

NATURAL HISTORY, by Rev. J. G. Wood, Illustrated 
with upwards of 450 Engraving^ from designs by WUUam Harvejf, 
The hook is printed on tinted paper, audits principal features are :— 

Ist. Its Accuracy. 2nd. Its oystematic Arrangement. Srd. Illnstrations 
executed expressly for the work. And M. New and Authentic Anecdotes. 
The Fifth Thousand ii now ready. 

" One of the most recent and best of Messrs. Boutledge'i pablications."<->2lMi«r. 
«'This is a dehghtfnl book for boys.*'— XMitfr. 

" Contains a great number of qurited and well executed woodcuts, and is a book 
that both parents and children may look over with pleasure and edification."— 



COMPANION TO WHITE'S SELBORNE. 
In One Yoluine, price As., cloth, or As. 6d. gilt edges, 

A TOUR ROUND MY GARDEN. By Alphonsb Kab». 
Beviaed and Edited by the Bey. J. G. Wood. With 117 lUostrations 
from designs by W. Harvey, d:c. Beautifully printed on tinted paper, 
emblematically gilt 

" 'A Tour Bound my Garden' is, in short, a perfect medley, including anecdotes, 
jen* d*etpnt, and burlesque inventions h la Karr, such as could proceed from none 
but the whimsical editor of the ' Guipes.' We laugh at some of the letters, at others 
mt could almost cry. Bead, for instance, 'On board a Swiss steamboat,' and say if 
it does not— although no imitation^smack of the quaint tenderness and graceftd 
lisncy of Laurence Sterne; see, two chapters later, how many interesting things sre 
^mggested to the author by an old wall, and how well he says them. To us who have 
almost as great a foible for flowers as M. Karr himself, the pages of his *Tour round 
my Garden ' offer most attractive passages. His rambling digreisious prevent the 
least monotony. He wanders hither and thither with or wttbout pretext A. mae- 
•nolia takes him to China, a caprice carries him to Peru, thence he steps across to tho 
3nx!ih,**^Black«ood^» Magaane, JoJy 1832. 



IIl cheap editions 01 NATUBAL HISTOAT, 



: 



Natural History, dtc."] 

UNIFORM WITH** WOOD'S NATURAX. HISTOBY." 
Prioe 58. doth, or 58. 6d. gilt edgea^ 

WHITE'S NATURAL HISTORY OP SELBORNE. i 

f T new edition. Edited by the Bev. J. G. Wood, and nioatntediift 
upwards of 200 Illustrations by W. Harrey. Printed on tinted paper. 

"A rery raperior edition of this most popular work." 

"Is a ]deB8aBt looking Tolnme liberally illnstnled with *«^!Hliffnt pietVM rf 
nearir every animal or tree therein mentioned."— iSramuMr. 

*'l1ie notes are explanatory and simple, all original, and in correction of kbs 
fsllades which White fell into from the imperfect state of natural history m. Ul 
tune.»_Gfc*e. 

** It is a book rery emphatically to be recommended."— Zico^i^. 

"The notes are numerous, and contain many curious facts and illustniiaiii 
addition to White's statements, written in an agreeable manner."-— ^r»ar<&M. 

In One Volome, price 5s., cloth lettered. 

FOREST LIFE : A Fishesbcah's Skbtchxs of Nobwat 
AND SwEDEir. By the Bey. Hehbt NEWzjono, Anthor of ''Tlie 
Sme and its Legends and its Fly-fishing." With E|^t large Ilhttia* 
tions. Post 8to, cloth, emblematically gilt. 

**The author's motive in the above work is to eonvey as much real inftcvatiOB oa 
tiie subjects treated on as he could c(Hnpass : his descriptioBa are, therefoie, icd 
descriptions, his anecdotes re&l anecdotes. The incidents of the story did actoallr 
happen. His instructions in the art of fly-fishinsr, and the hydrography sf tht 
rirer, are the results of his own experience, uid the fairy legends are hu own ooUee- 

In One Vol., price 10s.6d. in doth gilt. 

ILLUSTRATED BOOK OF DOMESTIC POULTRY. 
Edited by Mabtin Doyle. With Twenty Blnstrations, from designs 
by Weigall. Printed in Colours. 

This work also includes the treatment of Turkeys, Gteese, Dncks, Guinea 
Fowl, &C., and to show the practical nature of the work, the following oontenti 
aregiren : 

The History of the Origin of Domestic Poultry. 

The Process of Incubation and Progressive States of th« "Emg^. 

The Selection of Stock for Breeding. 

Methods of Hatching, Bearing, and Feeding Chickens. 

The Egyptian Artificial Mode of Hatching, and our Modem Experiments. 

The best Modes of Feeding, and the Besult of Experiments with imnim 
kinds of Grain. 

Places for Poultry-houses^ their Position, and the proper way of TFJ^ M wa g 
Poultry. 

Methods of Fattening and Caponizing. 

The Organs of Digestion explained, and the Diseases to which PonHiy tn 
liable, with Advice for their Treatment, as well as for Accidental Injury. 

'* To all poultry keepers this book will be invaluable, as it will save them in ttee 
its price every year. It is the most useful, practical, and complete boc^ that has 
ever been issuecl on domestic poultry." 



SPORTING, AND AGEICULTUBAL WORKS. 5* 

J t ii" " ■ 

Sporting, de.'] 

SURPASSES EVEN GORDON CUMMING'S ADVENTURES. 
In 1 ToL Price 5i. doth gilt, or 5s. 6d. g^t edget. 

WILD SPORTS IN THE FAE WEST. Bjr FuroaEiCK: 
GsBSTAXCKXB. Translated from tiie Gennan, and illustrated with 
tinted Plates Arom Designs by Harrison Weir. 

" Whoever takes an interest— and there are rezr few who do not— in the excite- 
«Mnt of the chase, cannot be better entertained than b j perusing this voiuoe, 
whieh brings Tindly before the readers such adventures, that even that mighty hun- 
ter Gordon Cumnung himself must own hiaiself entiKly surpassed by tms youne 
German, Gerstaecker. The illustrations are in Harrison Weirs haj^piest s^k^ ana 
beins; pnnted with a tint, gives a reality and a baanty to the pictnrea uiat cauiot b«t 
he aamired." 

AUo, uniform with the ah&ve. 
In One Volome^ price 5s. cloth gilt, or 5s. 6d« gilt adgas* 

FRANK WILDMAN'S ADVENTURES BY WATER 
AND LAND. By Fbedebick Gebstaxckzb. Trftoslated from the 
Oerman, with tinted illustrations, by Habbison Weib. 

An admirable companion to " Wild Sports in the Far Wtst*'* 

In One Yoktme, Price 5a., half-bound* 

DOGS: THEIR MANAGEMENT, ETC. Bmjg a new 
plan of treating the Animal, baaed upon a consideration <^ hS* 
natoral temperament. Dlastrated by numerous Woodcuts, by Harrison 
Weir, depicting the character and position of th« Dog when suffering 
disease. By Edward Mathew, Author of " Tha Horse's Mouthy showing 
13^ Age by tha Teeth ; " Editor of »' Blain's Veterinary Art." 

" AU owners of dogs should purchase this admirable work."— OftMnw* 

"Is founded on a close obsenration of the animal's liring nature, as well VB'M 
Imowledge of his anatomical structure.*'— i%Mcte/or. 

" Contains the result of several years' eioMfriance."— Xm^it. 

"A ralaable eontributioii to the study ofeanine pathology ."..-IVMr. 

UNIFOBM WITH MAYHEW ON THB J>OQ. 
In Ona VoL, priAa fta. half bound. 

HORSES AND HOUNDS. A Practical Treadae on their 
ManagemfOnt. By Scbutatob. With Illustntiona by HarrisoBt 
Weir. 

** A thoroughly practical work, by a practical man, and one that will be found «C 
the greatest use to every one who takes an interest in either Hoasxs or Hovnds.** 
** A. most ably written, a dearly arranj^ed, and a graphically illustrated volume oa 
hunting, horses, and hounds."— J^'# L\fe, 
*We reeommend it to the fanner, the sportiman, or the hnnfannaw.*WBgy# 



Price Is., sewed, in Fancy Wrapper. 

. ANGLING: How to Ahgls, amd Wwkm «o Go* 

k JX. By BoBBBT Blikxt. With nnmerows Dluslzations. 
[ ''One of the best books ever pubfished on the saUect, oontaiolag mora practicil 
{ latematioa than docena of its protentikms rivals, we ean only say as an ancler to 
^ anglers, that if they do not pronie theBaaehres with this shiUina vohune, they oeserra 
never to catch a roach above two ounces in weigl'it."~2%« Fieul, 



8P0BIIN0» OR AGBICULTUBAL WORKS. 



VEW WOBX ON THB FBOPAQATION OF THE SALMON. 
Priee It. wwtd, in Ftaej Wnpper. 

FISH AND PISHING IN THE LONE GLENS OF 
SCOTLAND. With Chapter* defoted to a Htstoiy of the ProM>- 
tioa. Growth, and Mftamorphcwei of the Salmon. Bj Dk. Knox. WA 
nfaMtntioii. 

Dr. Knos hai paid loDf and eareftd attention to the history of the SibMaail 
— ^^ Aa a gaide to angMng localitiet, the book ia inappredahlc.**- " ~ 



Priee li.» tewed, in Fancy Wrapper, 

SHOOTING; A Manual of Practical Infonnatioii on tt 
branch of Britiah Field Sports. B j Bobkrt Bulkby, AsAor i 
"kD^ng: How to Angle, and Where to Qo,** ^c, &e, \mhltt«ri» 
tions, by Hsrriaon Weir. 
**ThitifaTeryntefUbook,and well nited for the itndy andinitmctioarfAi 

•^UoIalnaaiBch that will intcrett the general tportingreader.*'-- Am. I 

Price It., tewed. I 

PIGEONS AND RABBITS, IN THEIR WILD ^i 
DOMESTIC AND CAPTIVE STATES. With Dlosttatiooi. | 
"Thia worii girea azeeUeat initmctum aa to the choice, management, ^jSu £ 
able treatment of theie beantiM hiida; and we connder his xenuurka on tte o» ^ 
the beat we hare ever read." ^P 

la One Volome, price 48. 6d. crown Sro, cloth gilt. 

COUNTRY HOUSE (The), containing " The Tc^ 
Yard," " The Piggery," "The Ox and the Dairy," with n\nij 
illastrations. 

In One Volume, price i»s. 6d., cloth lettered. 

H HAM'S DICTIONARY of the FARM. A ne^ 
entirely Reviaed and Re-edited, with Supplemento^ 
William and Hugh IUykbibd. With nnmerous lUustratt 

«Thii book, which hat always been looked up to f .■ » ^^J' 
reference upon all siibjects connected witb country f^^lz^ 
dergone an entire reviiionby its preicnt editor*, ana m-iu.^ 
toral implemente, artificial nunuree, bonee, amnuay 
paper upon the subject of animal, bird, and uiBe«-" 
renders it an invaluable work for all who t«ka j 
rural pursuits." 

Price Is. tev 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF BOOKS FOR THE CX)XrNTRY: 
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Agricultural^ c^c] 

BOOKS FOB THE COUNTBT. 

XaFoap* and square Crown 8to, with nnmefoiui XUnstcations, and f$Skoj 

Wrappers, 

ONE SHILLINa EAC5. 

*' Railroads, tteamboati , and other rapid conreyanoea, wUeh have added to largely 
to urban popolationa, hare, at the tame time, aflwded the means to a numerous bodj, 
whose inanstry is carried forward in town, of seeking for kttUtk mi mHU$mtut m 
nml pwnuUt, Smeh now work in crowded cities, and live in oviet eoontiy houses. 
The once limited population of oonrenient villages is thus doubled and quadrupledp 
The families of the merchant and the professional man now inhabit the same hamlet; 
once inaccessible, where the country gentleman, the dergymsn, and the furmer, hsTS 
customarQy dwelt. It is to this numerous dass, always moving fh>m business ia 
leereation, as well as to the settled country residaits» that we addrsn the snatt 
series, entitled Books for the Country.'* 

C<mUnt$ of the Series >^ 



THE POULTRY YARD ; 
comprising the general treat- 
ment and Management of aU kinds 
of Fowls; inclnding the Cochin 
China and all late mietles. 
n. 

THE SHEEP; our Domes- 
tic Breeds and their Treat- 
ment. By W. C. L. Mabtin. 
m. 

THE PIG ; it8 general Ma- 
nagement and Treatment. By 
Vf, C. L. Mabtin. 

IV. 

CATTLE ; their History and 
Varions Breeds. To which is 
added, tht DAIBT. ByW.C. L. 
Uabtih* 

T. 

CATTLE; their Manage- 
ment, Treatment, and Diseases. 
By W. C. L. Mabtin. 

VI. 

THE HORSE : its History, 
Management, and treatment. 
By William Touatt. 
▼n. 

BEES; their Habits, Ma- 
nagement, and Treatment By 
the Ber. J. Q. Wood. 



▼m. 

CAGE AND SINGING 
BIRDS : How to Catch, Keep, 
Breed, and Bear them. By H. d. 
Adams, with many Illustrations. 

PIGEONS AND RABBITS; 
In their Wild, Domestic, end 
Captits State, Ulustrated hy 
Weir. 



ANGLING: How to Angle, 
AND Whsbb to Go« By B. 
Blaxbt. 

XI. 

SHOOTING: A Manuai. 
OF Pbactical Imfobmation. 
By B. Blakkt. With Bloatratiow 
hy Weir, 

Zll. 

FLAX AND HEMP. By 
E. S. Dclamibb. WithIU«a- 
trations. 



SMALL FARMS; a Prac- 
tical Treatise, or, How they 
may he Frofltahly Managed. By 
Mabtxv Dotub. 



90 CHEAP EDITIONS OF STANDAKD VSSrVL WOUfc 



MUeeUaneoui.^ 

jaSGELLAHEOUS IITEBATHBE. 
HEW niilTSTRATED EDITIONw— In 4 rob^ Friee X4#n or teoiil 

HALF HOURS WITH THE BEST AUTHORS. Jjl 
Chamlks EmaHT. With Critical and Biogn^kioal Notieaf. Ami 
•dition, with fted Portnata, and 52 Ulnstnitiatts by W. Hartof . 

** The new edition, vrfntoi im crown 8vo, of thiaiiiMt]M»al«rwoA.toataUllt 
iaitedforapreieBt. It iaweU printed and embdliahadf^dhffliiatmtSai." I 

Intlieee ** Half Boon with the Beet Avthon" will be fSrand a connleto taa* I 
af knoiMge and aanHemeat. eontainiiir aa fhey do BlxxnpMaf IMkim \ 
Sxtntotefimatbebeetworktof upwards Of three hundred of cm Standaid Sqpl 1 
Authors. They are so arranged that they form half aa honr'a xeadhiff fbr eien i« I 
in the year, and there is not another work in the Engliah langoage ao well aktm 1 
to induce a taste for reading. 1 

Gtre a man this taste and the means of gratifying it, and yon can hardhfdtf 1 
xuddng him a hi^ppy one. You at once place him m oontaec with the wBtilkft> I 
wittie8t,~with the tenderesty brsrest^ and the pareat chametexa that have #— * 
humanibr. Yon make him a denizen of all watiif, ^caatempormrYoltSimm. I 
cannot, m short, be better summed np than in the worda of the po^— ^Itc"^ 
the conduct of men, and suffers them not to remain barbaiona." 

The phm adopted is to confine the selection, whether in Poetry or Fraaa.— vWka | 
Essays, Characters, Stories ; Descriptive, Narrative, or Dramatic Terae^Beattifalii 
Adventares, or Moral and Beligions Exhortations,— to jpieces of anfficient I '^ ^ 



H 



occupy half an hoar's ordinary reading, or to pieces which can be ao oonneeted ii tl 
imply the same amount of instruction ana amusement. The laraer extndi m 
•elected from about two hundred and sixty different writers, and the amaUer, vWA 
nre grouped under some ^eral head, selected from about forty writers. The vol 
also contains steel portraits of Spenser, Jeremy Taylor, Lord Bacon, Johnson, IBm, 
Barrow, Pope, Defoe, Sir W. Sco^t, Lord Byron, Cowper, Wordaworth. BrydeB. Seifc 
Addison, Franklin. 

InS Tols., 8to, price lOs., cloth lettered, 

ALF HOURS WITH THE BEST AUTHORS- with 
Critical and Biographical Notices. BjCkaxleb KmBwi, 
For the convenience of Subscribers who basve not oompleted their aeta. the odd 
Numbers and Farts of this edition will be continued on sale for a abortdnir M 
they are requested to order them at once, of their respective booksellera. ' 

A Compmion Volume to the "Best Authors," 2 Yols. Svo, iinift>Tm i]^ ^ 
and style of binding. 

In 2 Tol£U 8yo, doth, 5«.; or the 2 rols. in 1, plain, 49. Sd,, gilt 5/ 

HALP-HOURS OP ENGLISH HISTORY. Select^ and 
arranged by Chaelbs Knight. Forming a Companion S<»Hefl ta 
the " Half Hours with the Best Authors." 

•* The articles are chiefly selected so as to afford a succession of CTanhic narts of 
Enelish history, chronologically arranged, from the consideration tJiat the Dortions 
of history upon wliich general readers delight to dwell are those which teu soms 
story wluch is complete in itself, or furnish some illustration which haa a apnaMf ^ m 
well as a general Interest." acparaie as 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



li 



MiseeUaneous.'] 

VALUABLE AND IMPOBTANT WOBK. 
V Now complete, in Four Voliunes, 870, ^ce £^ ds. cloth lettered, 

RIGHT HON. SIR ROBERT PEEL'S (The late) 
SPEECHES delirered in the House of Commons. With Indices, 

Sto. under the sabject of each Speech, as well as a general contents of all 
Q delivered. 

^ "Tliis ecBikm of the toto Sir Bobert Peel's Speeches, is by spedal airaiiMineai 
'M frinted Ihm Hansard's *FariiamentBi7l)ebate8f and as it is weUloio^ 

of these were oaieeted by Sir Bobert Peel himself, it can be confidently relied npon 
^ as an authority, as well as a corxect and ralnable book of reference; forming in 
g fact, a most complete history of the last Thirty Tears. As only a limited nxmiber of 

this work can be completed, it is especially necessaiy (to prevent disappointment) to 
2 forward orders through respectire booksellers." 

) In Yols. Boyal Sto, Price 21«. doth lettered. 

* "pENNY MAGAZINE (New Series.) The New Series of 
JT this Popular Work (the forerunner of the numerous Illustrated 
I PabHcations uiat have appeared of lateyears) contains about 2,600 flHEes 
I of letter-press, and upwards of 1,100 Wood Engravings, executed mfhe 
t fbret style of art. ^. 

I NEW AND VALUABLE WORK ON COAL. 

In One Vol., royal 8vo, price £1 5s. cloth lettered. 

STATISTICS ON COAL. By R. C. Tayloe. Induding 
Mineral Bituminous sul)]ects employed in Arts and Manu&cturts. 
Revised and brought down to the present time, and illustrated with 
numerous Maps. 

"A Sook that will be found invaluable to all manufiietiirers and every cne 
enga^ in any bnaineas or profession in which mineral Mtominons subjects are 

In One Vol., Price 2s. boards ; or, As. 6d. doth. 

PRESCOTT'S BIOGRAPHICAL AND CRITICAL 
ESSAYS. Beprinted with all the Notes from the latest Author's 
American edition. 

In 1 vol. Fcap. Svo, Price fit. doth lettered, or in fiEuicy boards, U, 6if. 

CATACOMBS (The) OP ROME. By Charles MacPab- 
LANE. With numerous Illustrations. 
"I have attempted to put in a popular and attractive form avery solemn and in- 
teresting subject, ck)8ely connected with onr reHdon and our church, and to con- 
dense in a few pages the most stalking and impoitant contents of many volmninous 
'wor\tA."— Extract f rem Freface, 

In One Volume, post Svo, price 3s. 6d. doth lettered, 

EDMUND BURKE ; or, First Prindples selected from his 
Works. With an Introductory Essay by Robebt Montgomeet, 
M.A., author of the " Christian Life," " God and Man," <fec. 

''Surke, the prodigy of nature and acquisition. He read everytlung--he saw 
everything— he foresaw everything.**— flirflWan. 

** The soundest truths of religion— the justest principles of morah— inculcated and 
rendered delightful by the most sublime eloquence.'* — Lord ErsJcine. 

** The greatest of political philosophers.*'— ifadin/ojA. 



lOSCELLAKEOTTS. 



Miicellaneout.^ 

In Poft 8to, Price 4f. #</. doth flitra, or Ot. gilt edges. 

GREAT BATTLES OF THE BRITISH AEICI; 
to which are now added the BATTLES of AT.Ma BALASLkYL 
Md INKEEMAN. With Eight lUutrationa by ITm. Harvep. 

" At the pretent moment, when ereryone, from the highest to the lowcei intte- 
land, if intensely interested in all that relatet to the army now engaged in the EMk» 
a work relating the ttronlea in which their fiUhera were eagagecUouuiotiwtka 
eagerly read. Thia new edition ii rendered still more attxnctive oy aanphic aeooot 
ofthe^tUeiofthe Alma. BalaklaTa, and lakerman/* ^ »« i«». 

In One Vol., price Is. fancy boards. 

THE WAR; or, Yoicbs fbom thb Banks. With a plan 
showing the position of the Army, and an niastration of the charge 
of the Light Cavaky at Balaklara. 

this TOlnme will be found, narrated by the soldiers themselTes, the bat 
' of the BomcntoQS straggle in which we are now engaged. Ko one cau itat 



aeooiKl ^ .,^. ,„^ 

the particalars of these hard-fought battles withoi^ feelin^^u honest pri^ aod^ 
Just admiration of the indOBitable courage that Mr, as «Mr, DisTurouians atr 
Aim.'* 

Price Is. in boards. 

OUR HEROES OF THE CRIMEA: being the Lives of 
upwards of 48 of onr principal Military Officers, from the Com- 
mander-in-Chief to the Subaltern. Amongst the contents will befonnd 
Anthentic Lives of Lord Raglan, Sir De Lacy Eyans, Sir George Browo, 
Lord Cardigan, Sir Colin Campbell, Sir George Cathcart, Capt. Nolan, 
Buke of Cambridge, Sir B. Newman, &c., (Src. 

" Men whose lires erery one of us should be acquainted with, for their names ai& 
inscribed on the imperishable rolls of fame, and can never be forgotten." 

In one toL, price Is. boards, or Is. 6d. cloth lettered. 

THE CRIMEA, WITH A VISIT TO ODESSA. By 
C. W. Koch, author of the " History of Europe.*' 
** Koch's Crimea is the latest and best book that has appeared. Dr. Koch havinr 
lately travelled through the entire country previous to the breaking oat of hcntilitiea 
his book may be relied upon as a correct description oi this now important ooantty.'* 

In one vol., fcap; 8vo, boards, price Is., or Is. 6d. cloth lettered. 

PLEASURES, OBJECTS, AND ADVANTAGES OF 
LITERATURE. By the Rev. R. A.Willmott, Incumbent of 
Bearwood. 

•* Mr. Willmott's book is one to which every lover of letters will give mi honour- 
able place in his library — a book in which there is hardly a page without some 
graceful passage worthy of a pencil mark."— -Srf m^ryA Guardian. 

" We are glud to see this elegant httle work put within the reach of the lets 
wealthy classes of readers. Mr. Willmott is a ripe scholar and lull of fancr- everv 
page possesses its attractions/'— i<^/<». ' ' 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



Miscellaneous,'] 

In 1 Vol. 8yo, 39. Sd, cloth, o^ 3«. limp clotIi» 

CURIOSITIES OF INDUSTRY ^ THE APPLIED^ 
SCIENCES. By Gbobge Dodd, Author of " Days at the Factories." 

** The title * Cnriosities of Industry' will pretty clearly explain itself. Many pro^ 
cesses are curious without being novel, many are both novel and corions. Many 
reveal to us the store of itrange and valuable things which science presents to those 
who know how to apply it in aid of industry: many arise out of the discoveiry of 
new Biaterials, and many more by new applications of old materisls. Of all rachr 
are these 'Curiosities* composed.'* 

Or each Treatise sold separately, hoand in doth limp, 

SIXPENCE each. 

Contents or the Szbies,yiz.:— 



1. Glass and its Manufacture. 

2. Iron and its Manufacture. 

5. Wood and its Applications. 

4. Calculating and Eegistflfng 

Machines. 
8. India Bubber and Gntta Fercha. 

6. Industrial Applications of Elec- 

tricity. 

7. Gold in the Mme, the Mint, and 

the Workshop. 
Paoer, its Applications and its 
Novelties, 



0. Printing, its Modem Yarietiet, 

10. Cotton and Flax, a Contrast. 

11. Com and Bread, what they Owe 

to Machinery. 

12. A Ship in the 19th Century. 

18. Eire and Light, Contrivances for 

their Prowiction. 
14. Wool and Silk, Eur and Feathers. 
16. The Chemistry of Manufactures* 
10. Steam Power and Water Power. 



Price Is. fancy cover. 

ODDS AND ENDS FROM AN OLD DRAWER. By 
Weudxa Retxyw, Esq. Illustrated by Mc Conkell. Containing, 
amongst other humourous sketches, " The Aristocratic Rooks," ** Th» 
Times Advertising Sheet," " Westminster Cloisters," " Thoughts about 
London Beggars," " Philosophy of Babydom," " Human Hair," " Wedding 
Bonnets," &c., <fcc. 

''Most of the Odds sad Ends are in the comic vein, but that on the 'Human 
Bair ' deserves more than a short laugh."— TTeeXrfy Nent. 

Price Is., fancy cover. 

PICTURES OF TOWN. By the Author of " Odds and 
Ends from an Old Drawer"— with Illustrations by McConnell — 
comprising the following sketches : — St. George and the Dragon, Hyde 
Park, A Chapter on Shop Windows, The Training Schools of Price's 
Patent Candle Company, the Post Office, Presen-ed Meats, Sketches in 
Praliament in 1845, Second Edition Men in the Metropolis, Wenham 
liSke Ice, Crystal Palace at Sydenham, Club Chambers for the Married, 
XiOndon Stout. 



•M CHEAP EDITIONS OF STAKDASD USEFUL WQBQ. 

VufldBaoki.^ 

In One Vdume, price As. doth, limp. 

NOVELTIES, mVENTIOlfS, and CUKIOSITIESil 
ABTS and MAKXJFACTUBES. Bj GxoBCT IXnm» aitteilM 
*<I)qpi at tlie Fhetoriei,*' ** Coriotities of lodiistiy,'* fte. ' 

"Thii volume pretents a body of facts that hare espedml referenee to vlitkal 
u wtU !• importMit. Erery nor etty, inyentioa, or emiiodtj, that modn M 
hai broog^t to hcht^ ia here explained, in an eaaj and mrtoml strle* it wttn 
foma a wondeiftiraid to memory, bat ia at the asme time a reoeatimfor Iob;! 
and ii 10 arranged that any item reonnvd can be locked into, aad the 2ttat|ali»t 
Un^orimproreneatiyiBanybranchoficieneecauuniBod.* I 

Price 6s. cloth. 

THE TBEASURY OF MEDICINE ; or, E?er? M\ 
Ifedical Guide. By Jomf JAMXflt, MJ>. t 

"This is a new and valnable work, containinf direotions on the diseases of is, I 
women, and children; on bathing, diet, regimen for the aiek, Ibc: on diattenl I 
mineral waters for invalids and ntivellers ; with especial advice to emigiiBtB di 1 
classes} forminff a bo<dc of reference invaluable to dergymea, mntwtL IH ^ 1 
resiients abroad captains of ships, emigrants. It embodies tl^ profeaSonal aBoss I 
of fnU for^ years : and the contents are the results o^ not mdj mere reaimLi^ I 
dose contmned attention to all proposed improvsfmenta in medical artuaiaaee^ i 
but also of a practical bedside experience, accnmvmted both in imblte sad winte 1 
practice during many years, the writer having served aa Phyaiciiui to three £i» 
saiiBi and to two Hospitals.** ' .««-««— r- 

Price Is. boards, or Is. 6d. cloth, 

INDUSTRY OF THE UNITED STATES, in Machinfly, \ 
Manafactares, and Arts, usefnl and ornamental. Compiled from ne 
Official Report of Messrs. Whitwokth and Wallis, the late CommiiBOMn 
to America. 

" There are many things in Mr. "Whitworth's report which have startled msDV 
facturers and men of science in this country. He has showu that in certain deput* 
meuts there is an increasing skill and knowledge, which threatens not onlv tonnL 
but to excel anything existmg in this country."— ^«ffcA in the House of mr»r« 
In One Yolome, fcap. 8vo, price 2s. cloth extra. 
OMESTIC COOKERY. By Mrs. Rukbhi. 
A New Edition of this Popolar Book. Formed npon Principles of 
Economy, and adapted to the nse of Private Pamilies. mth Ten luiistn- 
tions. 

"Mrs. Rundell's Cookery Book enjoys a reputation superior to any other workoa 
the snbject; and the enormous number already sold, ana the oontinned ^^Al^^ |^n'^ fw 
it is the proof of the estimation it is still held in." 

Fcap .8vo, I». boai^s, 116 pages. 

CLARKE'S (Benjamin) ESSAY ON THE SOURCE 
AND CONSTITUTION OF THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE, with 
a Review of the Origin, Construction, and Progress, of Oral and Written 
Communications among the Ancients. 

Price Is. boards, or Is. 6d. cloth, 
OME BOOK of HOUSEHOLD ECONO^rT; or, Domestic 
Hints for Persons of moderate income. Containing useful directions 
fot the proper labours of the Kitchen, the House, the Lauiidry, and the Dairy. 
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CHEAP EDITIONS Of STANDABD USEFUL WOBXS, 9| 

Useful Books.'] 

BOUTLEDGE'S NEW ILLUSTBATED READINa BOOKS, 
In doth extra, price Is. 6d. each, strongly bound. 

BOYS' (THE) FIRST HELP TO BEADING. 102 
pages letter-press. With 46 Illastrations. 

GIBLS (THE) FIRST HELP TO BEADING. 192 
pages letter-press. With 49 Illustrations. 

In doth extra, price ds. each, strongly bonnd. 

GIRLS' (THE) SECOND HELP TO BEADING. 320 
pages letter-press. With 78 lUnstrations. 

BOYS' (THE) SECOND HELP TO BEADING. 320 
pages letter-press. With 75 Illastratitms. 
The yolomes are all neatly printed, strongly bound in doth, and fonUt 
is-lkct, a concise and dieap 

ENCYCLOP-ffiDIA OF JUVENILE AND YOUTHFUL BEAUINGr 

a sort of miscellany in which the youngest may find something of delight, 
the more advanced, something of zeal, instruction, and genuine materials 
for thought 

The Publishers re^ectfolly caU the attention of all Tuton, School- 
masters, or other parties engaged in education, to the obvious superiority 
of these Beading Books to any hitherto produced— not even excepting the 
Ooyemment Irish Education Series. 

Specimen Pages of the Works may be had on application. 

Price Is. doth, or Is. 6d. roan* 

MASTER'S BEADY BECKONEB. Eighth Editioii 
Beyised and ImproTed, with additional Tables of Interests, Commis* 
aion, Wages, Per Centage, and Profit, Time, Weights^ and Mearores. 3j 
JoHH Heaton. 

** The present editor hu most carefully inspected the whole work, and believes it 
to be perfect in every calculations it may therefore be relied i^Km as a most comet 
and naefol work." 

Price Is. in boards, or Is. 6d. doth* 

ANEW LETTEB WMTEB, far the use of Ladies and 
Gentlemen; embodying letters on the simplest matters of life, and on 
Tarious subjects, with applications for Situations, oc. 

^ In the present dayjvhen education is bo rapidly progressing, a superior work en 
the subject of ' Letter Writmg* is obviously neeided. The old works of the kind were 
obsolete in diction, exaggerated, and unnatural— frequently to a ludicrous excess— in 
their thoughts. And the topics upon which they professed to eive specimens were 
not well chosen. A writer, m a recent nmnber of Parker's ' National Miscellany,* 
has expressed a hope that every Englishman will soon be able to write his own nam^ 
and that ' putting one's mark* may be confined to the backs of sheep. The editor of 
this present little manual ventures to hope for a still more onward ' march of intd* 
lect/ when the art of writinz a nlain, straightforward, and |prammatical letter, 
whether on business or friendship, shall be a matter of course.'* 



88 CHEAP EDITIONS OF STANDABD USEFUL WOEKS. | 

Vteful fTorA*.] 

EDITED BY THE REV. W. ROUTLEDGE, DJ). 
In Fcap, 8yo, price 4s. cloth, strongly bound. 

THE NEW ETON GREEK GRAMMAR. Translated 
with penuission hy the Kev. W. Boutlkdoic, D.D. Inclading the 
New AcciDBiTCX, and Wordswobth's Symtax. 

** This is bdiered to be the only English edition of the entire Greek Grammar, m 
now used at Eton, comprising the Accidence as lately reconatmcted, and Bisoofi 
'Wordsworth's admirable Syntax. At the same time, it is snbatantially identical with 
the Greek Grammars nsed at Harrow, Winchester, fiogby, and all other pnbUe or 
private schools in the kingdom." 

In Fcap, 8vo, As. 6d. cloth, strongly bound. 

THE ACCIDENCE (separately) OP THE NEW ETON 
GREEK GRAMMAR. By the Rev. W. Routledos, D.D. 

In Fcap. 8to, 28. cloth, strongly bound. 

THE SYNTAX OF BISHOP WORDSWORTH, 
literally translated by the Ret. W. Routleoos, B.D. 

MYLIUS' BOOKS. 
Fcap. 8yo, As. roan embossed* 
YLIUS' FIRST BOOK OP POETRY, for the use of 

Schools, intended as Reading Lessons for the younger classes. 
The Twelfth edition, revised, enlarged, and improved by the Be v. W. 
^ouTLEDGE, D.D. With Frontispiece. 

Fcap. 8vo, roan embossed, price As. 6d., or cloth, sprinkled edges, As. 

MYLIUS' POETICAL CLASS BOOK; or. Selections 
firom the most Popular British Poets; for the nse of Schools. 
The Eighth edition, revised, enlarged, and improved, by the Rev. W. 
RouTLEDOE, D J). With Frontispice. 

Royal 24mo, cloth Is. 6d. 

MYLIUS* SCHOOL DICTIONARY of the English Lan- 
guage, constructed as a Series of Daily Lessons, by W. S. Myuus. 
With a Guide to the English Tongue, by E. Baldwin, Esq. 

Beit Pocket Pronouncing French Diclionarj/» 
Royal 82mo, 706 pages, 4«. roan embossed, sprinkled edges. 

SMITH'S (Leon) FRENCH-ENGLISH AND ENGLISH- 
FRENCH POCKET PRONOUNCING DICTIONARY. Entire 
new edition, much revised. 

The SAME EDITION, in stiff sewed covers, 3s. 9d, 
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Dictionaries.'] 

DICTIONARIES. 

THE MOST COMPLETE ENGLISH DICTIONARY. 

In 2 vols. Hoyal 8vo, Price 2/. 2t. cloth lettered; or half-boimd in 
nissia or calf, for 2^. 10». 



CBAIG'S ENGLISH DICTIONARY. Being a 
NOLOGICAL, ETYMOLOGICAL, AND PRONO 



TECH. 
PRONOUNCING 
DICTIONARY OF THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE, embracing aU 
the terms used in Art, Science, and Literature. 

The rapid strides made of late years in the arts and mannJGEUstores, as 
veil as in science, has occasioned the introduction into our language of 
a Tast number of new words, some of them of foreign extraction, otiiers 
the invention of new theorists or scientific discoverers. This extension 
of our language has, to a certain degree, made all the Standard Dic- 
tionaries extant imperfect A new and entirely complete work was 
therefore considerea a great desideratum, and it has lately been com- 
pleted, after seven years of hard and laborious mental exertion, under 
the superintendence of John Csaio, Esq., F.G.S., and Geological Lee* 
torer at the Glasgow University. 

From numerous literary critiques, the undermentioned are selected as 
living a fair and impartial character to this important publication. 

" The work before us fills up a decided deridentam in tbe Eugliah kngoage. Ha 
would indeed be most nnreaaonsble who did not own the debt due to the author im 
living us the lingfular information of ths traveller, the dera leamins of the diving 
the curious play of the philologiit^ the Bucdnct definitioM of the mathematician, tho 
technical terms of the manuncturer, the terminology of the naturalist, the newly- 
Ibrmed initruments of the muiieian, the gentle science of the herald, and the abstnua 
information of the phynologiBt."— iiTeio (tuarterljf SenMo. 

*«*To luit the convenience of all classes, the work is issued in td, fortnightly 
numbers. The Fublishen will be happy to forward a number free by post, as 
a Bpedmen of the worl^ on receipt of^nx postage itamps; being foUy penuadsd 
that Craig's Dictionary needs only to be seen, to be at onee appredated at the 
Bioit complete and best English Dictionary published 

NEW POCKET GERMAN DICTIONARY. 
In one voL, price 38. doth, or 3b. 6d. bound. 

WILLIAMS* NEW POCKET DICTIONARY OF THE 
ENGLISH AND GEKSiAN LANGUAGES. With the Pronun- 
ciation of the English part in German Character^ By EaAHX Wiluaiu. 

82mo, gilt edges, roan lettered, Bd. ; in cloth, Siipence; in roan, sprinkled 
edges, ax. 

JOHNSONS DICTIONARY of the English Language, 
improved by the addition of many thousand words, the accentuation 
corrected according to the most approved mode of pronunciation* 

This edition is very carefully printed, and strongly bound, and is 
recommended for general use. 




iriuxES rocTTnriirr, xxfeotsd bt i>b. ALi ' ii H* 

WAUlEBTS FBOSOCXCiyG DRnOJTART. 1m 

txJtiL ic Li.ir>i:^j.'>:i to ikt £a^iih Gmnmar, bj Dm. Kctzau. 

9W v«ct «f « Terinl eiifm «f WaOsr's Dicbowy \m Yam^ \iccm. fA. l> 
varii «r 2///^ writ, vkxji matam fitezatsre, soaee, or fnkia«, ku terMckl m 
wWr4TPf, hatre Wn i uu g pw icA, Mck «, for mstaBce, Ejectret^pe; liiliMiiiij, 
M l — rri wi , PlMtofraplnr, Phreuclbify, Fapter-miHie, Stereotype, &c.. vt^TaSas 
- *A fj efjBiWfM & deacripcioB m U» excite our tvprise at tlwxr oausaoB, m for iB- 
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Hctiitt, bbkk, rrnte, TertuuT, lu:. »o expense or pains have been spared in pio- 
dttdnif tkis ediuoB, in tbe bope that auny peooBS enpgvd ia edacatian may be 
iaAaud to adopt it at % Scfaool Dictionary. 

Thick 12mo, 880 pages, 6f . in paper wrapper. 

JAMES AND MOLES' PRONOUNCING DICTIONAKY 
of tho Knglish and French and French and English Languages, 
with Um Accent and Literal Pronunciation of each Word, Proper 2sam», 
and tho Ivcgular and Irregular Verbs* Good type, and well printed. 

Ditto ditto cloth, strongly bound, 7«. 
Ditto ditto roan embossed, sprinkled edges, 7«. Od» 
fl4mo, roan embossed, Price Qd. 

THE MINIATURE READY RECKONER, from a 
Farthing to Twenty Shillings — ?rith ^-arious Tables 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF STANDARD USEFUL WORKS. SI 

Wyieiionaries,'] 

Square 12mo, 870 pages, 6«« sewed in wrapper. 

JAMES'S NEW AND COMPLETE GERMAN AND 
ENGLISH AND ENGLISH AND GERMAN DICTIONARY, 
compiled with especial regard to the English idioms for general use, 
Mintaining a Concise Grammar of the Languages, Dialogues with refer- 
Mioe to Grammatical Forms, Rules on Pronunciation, &c. Excellently 
pitiaUA in good type, and on fine paper. 

Ditto ditto cloth, strongly bound, 7#. 

Ditto ditto roan embossed, sprinlded edges, 7#- 6^. 

KUGENT'S DICTIONARY, BY BROWN AND MAETDT. 
In 1 vol. 3s. cloth ; or 3s. 6d. roan lettered. 
TVTUGENTS IMPROVED POCKET DICTIONARY OF 
JLM THE FRENCH AND ENGLISH LANGUAGES, by Beown and 
Mabtxk. Containing all the words in general use^— the Scotch ezpressioBS 
ftand the usual technical terms — the accentuation and j^ronundatioxi 
B^dapted to the French and EngUsh idiom. 

In ordering, specially mention "Nngent's French Dictionary, improved by BbowW 
ftad MAaTiM." 
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THE ONE HUNDRED AND TENTH 'THOUSAND. 
Price Is. boards, or Is. 6d. bound in cloth, 
OYER'S SHILLING COOKEEY FOR THE PEOPLE 



«* The author here teaches how to give relish to dUhes with eeonomy, how the 
ySainest dishes may be made to saTOor of the richest mnds, and how tne poorest 
' Qottagers may eat as much 'vegetable carthusian ' as seemeth to them meet. It is 
'^t^ true genius and sterling seal that can produce sueh wide extremes." — 

' SOYER'S SHILLING COOKERY.— The One Hundred and Tenth 
^niiniMnd.r— Oft« of the most extraordinary ntocesset in literature has been 
mohieved 6y the publication oS this work — towards of 90,000 having been eold 
In three months. Tfie united Prese^ and the general voice of the public^ heme 
Witdioith each other in extolling ite merits, it thould be in every house in the 
hmd' ■ by following ite recipes^ you will each week tave more than it can ft^iyw -- 
fiu»ed for, and our emphatic advice to every one it, BUY IT : IT WJJbL 
n THE BEST SHILLING YOU EVER LAID OUT. 

82mo, cloth, 6d., or roan, Jjs. 

THE TRADESMAN'S READY CALCULATOR, for 
MsBons, Plasterers, Slaters, Painters, &c. The chief design of thi3 
work is to furnish, at a cheap rate, an easy method of calculating the 
square contents of all kinds of work* where measurements are taken. 
Tables of wages are also added. 



SS CHEAP EDITIONS OF STAKDABD USEFUL WOBES. 

Vteful JForAv.] 

Priee It. boardi, or It. 6d. cloth lettered. 

ABA60*S ASTRONOMY, being Popular Lectures on 
Aitronomy, by the lata M. Ara60, tranilated from the French. A nev 
edition re?iMd to the present time, by the Bit. L. ToMunsoir, MX 
l¥ith nnmeroiu Ulaitrationt. 

** * Araco*! Aatronomy' his a repntatkm in Paria that ia equelled by no limilu 
work in this ooontry, to that its appearance in an Eaglish fbrm is particnlarlj wel- 
come— 'the more so, at the traaalatkm ia very wall done.** 

WALKINGAME'S TUTOR, BY YOUNG. 
Price If. 6d. cbth, or Aa. aMui. 

WALKINGAME'S TUTOE ASSISTANT, being a Com- 
pendinin of Arithmetic for the use of Schools. A new and improved 
edition, to which ia added, an Appendix on the Decimal Coinage, by J. R. 
TOUNG, late profmaor of Mathemaacs, Belfast College. 

•( * WaUdngame's Tntor' ia especially taluable for ita oopiona variety of examples 
«nd axtensiTe range of subjects, and in its present more modernized, improved, aod 
conreeted finrm, it ia hoped that it may continue to sustain Uie character it has so 
long poi asas ed aa a far ouite achool book of practical arithmetic.** 
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SUPERIOR SPELLING BOOKS. 

In Fcap. 8vo, doth extra, ONE SHILLING each, or printed on snperior 
paper, and etrongly bound, roan embosaed, ON£ SHILLING and 
SIXPENCE. 
Schools or School Teachers using these Editions tciU receive a 
very Liberal Discount, 

AVOR'S ENGLISH SPELLING BOOK, with entirely 

New Cuts, by John Gilbert. New Type. 

VYSE»S NEW SPELLING BOOK, with entirely New 
Cuta by John Gilbert ; and a New Set of Engravings of the Kings 
and Queens of England. New Type. 

FENNING'S NEW UNIVERSAL SPELLING BOOK 
with entirely New Cuts by John Gilbert, A New Type. ' 

MARKHAM'S IMPROVED SPELLING BOOK witi 
Cut8by/oAnGt76«r^. A New Type. ' 

••• These Spelling Books are brought out by the Publishers with a con- 
fidence that nothing can surpass or equal tiiem, and tliey will be found 
a very desirable substitute for the very old editions mostly read at tLe 
country village schools. 

MURRAY'S ABRIDGMENT OF THE ENGLISH 
GRAMMAR FOR THE USE OF SCHOOLS. Hoyal lSn:o. 
Entirely New Edition. 



LONDON: GEO. ROUTLEDGE <fc CO., FARRINGDOX STREET. 
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